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10 you, as a ſtudent of the new 

profeſſion called hoaxing, I addreſs 

this trifle, with the aſſurance that! 

am not hoaxing, when 1 ſubſcribe 

wel, . . 
Your very fincere friend, 


SHeigamen Nom han. 
NOTTINGHAM, | 8 | 5 ” 


1ſt July, 1799. 
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IN the capital of Spain lived three 


young, handſome, virtuous, and ſenfible _ 


women, about whom, when the prieſt 
pronounced the nuptial benediQion, no 
faint ſeems to have an himſelf. 


The firſt . iel to a man, he 


| held the offices of principal book-keeper 


and caſhier in the counting-houſe of a 
rich merchant. By his extenſive know- 
ledge in every branch of trade; his ex- 


perience, his unremitted diligence, and 


| the ſucceſs, which always attended his ſpe- 
culations, he had gained the unbounded 


confidence of his employer, who relied 


on him as an oracle, and entruſted to 


| bim the entire management of his affairs. 
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Theſe affairs of his maſter (We beg that 
this point may not be overlooked) fo 
entirely occupied the head and heart | 
of our good book-keeper, that to the 
great mortilication of his young wife, he 
quite forgot his own. For, although he 
had amaſſed a conhderable fortune, on 
which he might have lived comfortably 
and without any aſſiſtance from buſineſs, 
yet were the advantages derived from his 
ſituation ſo pleaſant and tempting, that 
day and night he thought of nothing but 
his maſter's affairs. At day-break, he 
went to the counting-houſe—dined there 
—and never returned home but to ſup, 
and that too, in general, at a 'very late 
hour. Ou Sundays and holy-days, (which 
every good Chiiſtian employs in devo- 
tion and recreation) he examined ac- 
counts, collected bad debts, & c. but on 
little accounts, which an honeſt wife likes 
beſt to ſeule with her huſband, he ſcarcely 
beſtowed conſideration once in a quarter 
of a year. Poor Leonora was therefore 
married almoſt but by name. 

3 1 e 
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Fate had united the ſecond lady to a 
painter, aud fate could not have diſpoſed 
of her in a worſe way. This painter was 
very eminent in his art. His works ſeemed 
to hve and breathe, and he made a con- 
ſcientious rule (in our opinion very much 
to his honour) of remaining faithful to 
nature, When he for inſtance delineated 
a Francis, a Bernhard, or any other faint, 
you might take your oath, as ſolemnly as 
if you had ſeen the picture, that he had 
not bedaubed the canvaſs with a lean 
broom-ſtaff, folded within the venerable 
mantle of the order. No, He was firmly 
of opinion that ſaints ſhould be drawn 
with a good round ſhare of fleſh upon 
hema ſort of commodious En-bon- point: 
Nor was he in want of forcible argument 
in ſupport of this opinion, for he would 
often ſay that we aftacked the honour of 
aà faint, and deviated from nature, when 
we took it into our heads to depiQ him as 
ſtarved as old time, as thin as a grey-hound, 
Vich fallen checks, and lips ſcarcely capa- 
ble of covering bis teeth, After having 
| ns -. laid 


ts 3 8 ˙ NG. owt ou rn Ce a +. ea a TE 


2. 


. 


e eee eee 
* 


"HE - ns mink 


ſaid thus much with that triumph in his 
look and tone, which never appears but 
ſrom the conſciouſneſs of incontrovertible 
certainty, he was wont with a gentle ſmile 
to lay his hand upon the ſhoulder of his - 
auditor, or contidentially to pull at one 
of his buttons,—then, as if he were 
about to divulge the deepeſt arcana of 


his art, and depoſit them in the moſt ſe— 


cret archives of the other's foul, "9 


would chus proceed. 


« For, if you will plesfe, Signor, to 


notice any of the holy cloiſters, you will 


find that in ſpite of all their rigid laws, 
faſts, abſtinences, penances, and maſſes, 
in ſpite of the renunciation of worldly 
wiſhes and the vow of chaſtity, the good 
monks are as fat as bacon, and boaſt a 
periphery, not often to be ſeen among 
laymen. There may, to be ſure, be ſome- 
thing miraculous in this, but what is that 

to us? If it be a fad, we have no right | 


to crack our brains in endeavouring to 
diſcover Weiher it be produced by any 


ſupernatural 
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{upernatural aſſiſtance, It is ſo—and there 
let it reſt, Now, Signor, I deduce this 
inference. If, notwithſtanding the cir- 
cumſtances which I have mentioned, 
Heaven, in its bounty, has ordained that 
the ſons ſhall be round and fat, by what 
right can we deny their fathers the pri- 
, vilege of a double chin?“ | 


Our painter ſpoke like an adept, and 
and his works juſtified the great celebrity 
which he had acquired. He principally 
_ excelled in the repreſentation of ſacred 
and ſcriptural hiſtory ; for which reaſon 
be was employed by all the cloiſters and 
churches in and round Madrid. As he was 
very diligent, and extremely devoted to his 
profeſſion, he, like the book-keeper, was 
from home throughout the day. To this was 
we mult add, that, though a good painter, 
| he was a bad huſband, ſor, ſo fond was 
he of wine and other deviations from pro- 
priety, that he ſpent the holy davs and all 
the time not occupied by his art, in ta- 
verns, Kc. where the large ſums, which 
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he earned, were ſquandered without re- 
flegtion. Poor Thereſa, therefore, with 
ſuch a huſband was ſtill more to be pitied 
than Leonora, the wife of the caſhier. 


It is, doubtleſs, a very mournfal fitu- 

ation for a young and virtuous wife to be 
negletted by her huſband, and made ſub- 
ſervient to the revels of a tavern, or of 
a till worſe place. We muſt, neverthe- 
leſs, allow that the conſequent ſolitude 
by day, and uninterrupted peace by night, 
were real happineſs, when compared to 
the unfortunate ſituation, in which Fran- 
ciſca, the youngeſt and moſt beautiful of 
our three heroines, was placed. Heaven in 
its wrath had doomed her to be the warm- 
ing-pan of an old gonty fellow, who was 
already on the wrong fide of ſixty. So 
great was this man's jealouſy, that he 
made it his only buſineſs by day and night 
to guard the beſt and moſt amiable of 
wives, and by his unwarrantable ſuſpici- 
ons to inflict on her as ſevere torments, 
as he experienced from the gout. For 
this 
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this his favourite purſuit he had the more 
leiſure, as he lived without any buſineſs 
or profeſſion on a very conſiderable in- 
come. wh 
Leonora, Thereſa, and Franciſca had 
been play-fellows, and confidential friends 
from their earlieſt years. They had even 
found means to extend their intimacy to 
their huſbands. Luckily, too, they were 
near neighbours, and could the more 
calily meet each other, eſpecially the 
wives of the painter and book-keeper, for 
as to Franciſca, ſhe dared not, unleſs per- 
mitted by her huſband, look through the 
window, ſtill lels durſt ſhe attempt to ſtep 
over the threſhold. Hence, ſhe was un- 
able to return the viſits of her friends | 
ſo often as ſhe wiſhed. "IN 


Before we proceed in our narrative, 
the commencement of which has, per- 
haps, been in many places dry enough, 
we feel ourſelves compelled, for the ſake 


of better underſtanding, to make a di- 
greſſion, 
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yield to our commencement, But we 


digreſſion ſhall be the only one in the 
_ { whole work,—at leaſt the only one of any 
1 conſequence. We promiſe too, in the 
BY ſequel to recompence all thoſe who may 
E | have been dilpteaſed at the poverty, 
E f. which our ſtory has hitherto exhibited. 


tioned dulneſs, we humbly requeſt that 
be will, without ceremony, leave the fol- 
lowing pages (our preſent digreſſion ex- 
cepted) unread ; for be it hereby known 
unto all whom it may concern, that we 
will have nothing to do with grave peo- 


« The preſent book is written for thoſe only, 


greſſion, which in dryneſs will not at alt 


pledge our words to the reader, that this 


But if (which Heaven forefend !) there be 
any one, who has liked our aforemen- 


ple, and that all may be certain what kind 
of goods are to be found in our ware- 
houſe, we hang this notice on our ſign: 


But to the digreſſion itſelf—for this 
; „ 
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Less only the preface. or paſiport to > the. 
digreffion. 


Learn then, good friend, who perhaps 
haſt expended a few rials on this book in 

hopes of laughing away an idle quarter of 
an hour—leam what thou probably art 

ignorant of, unleſs thou haſt been at Ma- 
drid, that beſide St. Anne's day there are 
four others, which are at that place cele- 
brated with ſtill greater ſolemnity and feſ- 
tivity than Eaſter. Theſe are, Saint Bla- 
ſius's day, Saint Jacob the Green's day, 
Saint John's Eve, and Nuefiro Sennora de 
los Angeles' day. Of theſe four feſtivals, 
which no one will learn from any al. 
manack, St. Blaſtus's next to St. John's is 
the moſt ſplendid. It is on the third of 
February, and therefore juſt at that ſeaſon 
of the year, when in our warmer climates 
the ſun begins to let us fee] his influence, 
On this occaſion the ladies for the firſt 
time walk abroad. They affemble: on a. 
plain near the Prado to tomar ſel, that is, 
to enjny the ſunſhine. The plain is at 
that 
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that time filled with an innumerable con— 
courle of people of all deſcriptions, who 
there celebrate St. Blaſius's days by vari- 
ous kinds of amuſement. 


After this neceſſary digreſſion, we re- 
ſume the thicad of our ſtory, as follows, 


Some day $ previous to this feſtival, the 
three friends met at the houſe of the old 


jealous wretch, whoſe wife deſcribed to 


the others her diſagreeable ſituation. She 
related the innumerable perſecutions, 
which ſhe was obliged to endure from her 


huſband, and could not find words to ex- 
preſs his ceaſeleſs jealouſy and abſurd 
whims : Not a fly, ſhe aſſured them, 
could ſet:ie on her noſe, without incur- 
ring his ſuſpicion—nay he diſliked the 
edge of her head-dreſs, becauſe it touched 
her fage. If ſhe wiſhed to attend maſs, he 
always accompanied her {as indeed he did 


on every occaſion) and never allowed 
| her to go but at day-break, becauſe the 
churches were then leaſt frequented, If, 


at 
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at this time even a boy or an old 
man caſt but a tranſient glance towards 
| her, it was a ſufficient excuſe ſor in{lif- 
ing upon her unremitted torment for 
many days. Nay, even—here the tears 
trickled down her lovely cheeks—even at 
night, though in a room doubly locked 
and bolted, in bed, and in his arms, he 
would not truſt her, but—here her tears 
iacreaſed « Oh Thereſa! Oh Leo- 
nora! It will choke me. I am ſo much 
aſhamed that I cannot deſcribe it. Only 
think—every night I am obliged to creep 
into a ſort of wide ſack, which reaches 
from my feet to my chin. This he him- 
ſelf binds round my neck with a filver 
chain, faſtened by a padlock, the key of 
which he always keeps in one of the 
pockets of his drawers. In this ſhameful 
ſituation I am obliged to paſs the night, 
and am never releaſed ill he ha riſen, 
and is entirely dreſſed.” 


Leonora and Thereſa heard the com- 
plain of the unfortunate Franciſca with 
fincere 
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ſincere compallion, ao exhorted her to 
be patient. 


During this converſation their huſbands 


arrived, and it was nowhigh time to change 
the ſubject. They took a little refreſh- 
ment, aud agreed to celebrate St. Blaſius's 
day together at the place already mention- 
ed, in order to fee his Majeſty paſs, who 
intended to viſit our Lady of Atocha. 
It was reſolved that they ſhould have 


a little entertainment in a garden near the 


plain, and paſs the reſt of the day there, 
It follows, of courſe, that many inter- 
ceſſions were uſed, before leave was ob- 
tained from her jealous huſband that 
Franciſca might accompany her friends, 


The anxiouſly expected day 3 
and our party betook themſelves to the ap- 
pointed garden, where they had ordered 
The ladies, having parta- 


ref relhynents. 


ken of the collation, retired.® The men 


then 


* In Spain, the ladies on ſuch occaſions are waited upon 
by the men, who do not take ſeats at table till the former 
have finiſhed, and retired. 
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then took Sade 6 aid afterwards 
amuſed themſelves in the garden,. while 
their wives had thrown themſelves upon 
the ground in the pleaſanteſt part of the 
meadow to tomar fol, While they were 
lying here, and, like the innumerable 
crowd aſſembled round them, were re- 
joicing at the return of ſpring, Franciſca 
eſpied ſomething uncommonly brilliant in 
a heap of dirt. She pointed it out to her 
friends, and ſcarcely had they fixed their 
eyes upon it, when Leonora ſaid that it 
might perhaps be a diamond, loſt by fome 
lady, who was walking in the meadows. 
It certainly is a precious ſtone,” conti- 
nued ſhe, © or I am very much miſtaken, 
Did you. ever ſee ** _ l like 
it?“ 


No ſooner did Thereſa hear this than 
ſhe aroſe, and, unreſtrained by female 
nicety, took it out of the dirt. It was a 


diamond- ring, of which-the ſtone was ſo 


tranſcendantly brilliant that it rivalled the 


beams of the ſun, and made all our 
= | three 
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three friends feel an evident deſire to be 
its poſſeſſor. This, of courſe, gave riſe 
to a little contention. Each endeavoured 

to advance reaſons by which ſhe had a 

right to claim it as her property. Fran- 
ciſca aſſerted that the jewel belonged to 
her, becauſe ſhe firſt diſcovered it. Leo- 
nora grounded her claim on having firſt 
declared its value. Thereſa, however, 
maintained ſhe had the greateſt right to 
it, becauſe ſhe had ſcratched it out of the 
mire, and thereby convinced the others 
that it was a diamond, whereas they could 
not before be certain whether it was any 
thing more than a piece of glaſs. 


We hope, however, that we deſerve ſome _ 
thanks, and that we ſhall be an excellent 
example to future writers, if we omit the 
principal part of this dialogue. We, 
therefore, ſhall only ſtate, that it became 
ſo warm on all fides as to endanger the 
mutual friendſhip ſo long maintained, 
when the painter's wiſe, (who perhaps in 
ſound ſenſe exceeded the other two) col- 
N 
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| leted her faculties, and made this pro- 
poſition to her friends. ; 


& Ladies,” ſaid ſhe, „ the ſtone, about 4 
which we are at variance, is of no value 
unleſs whole. It 1s, therefore, impoſſible 
to divide it, were I even to allow that 
your pretenſions to it are as juſt as mine. 
My advice is that we fell the ring, and 
divide the money. It is neceſſary, how- 
ever, that we adopt ſome plan, before 
we arc interrupted by our huſbands. Do. 
you agree to my propoſal?” «© We do!” 
cried Franciſca and Leonora. 


6 Enough | “ ſaid Thereſa, “ But now, 
another queſtion ariſes. Who ſhall, in 
the mean time, have the honour of keep- 


ing the ring in poſſeſſion ?” This quel- 
tion cauſed a further. diſcuſſion, which 

Vas again ended by a propoſition from | 
the painter s Wife. 


0 ſee vonder,“ (aid ſhe, © the Mar- 


quis de Caſtromonte. How, if we were 
Ty to 


> 
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to refer the matter to him? He is our 
eur, and his integrity "_ known 


to us. 


& With all my heart,” anſwered both. 


A report now ſuddenly ſpread on every 
ide that the King was coming. All ha[- 


| tened to ſee him paſs, and our jealous 


| huſband, (whoſe eye had been fixed on 


his wife from the garden, though at too 


great a diſtance to hear what was the na- 


ture of her converſation with her friends) 


was dragged away by his two companions 


in the crowd, The three diſputants in- 
ſtantly ſeized the lucky opportunity of 
calling to the Marquis. They made a 
brief relation of the circumſtances, and 
beſought him to give a ſpeedy deciſion, 


chat Franciſca's huſband might not, by 
_ diſcovering him in converſation with her, 
be furniſhed with an excuſe for inflicting 


additional torment. At the ſame time 


| they gelivered to bim the. diamond. | 


Don Ferdinand Manrique, Marquis de 
| Caſtramonte, 
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Caſtramonte, a kd; of the firſt claſs, 
was a very upright man. He poſſeſſed a 
penetrating underſtanding, and was-pro- 
verbially polite towards the fair ſex. He 
liſtened with attention to the claims ad- 


vanced by each, and then ſpoke as fol- 
lows: 


1 ͤmuſt confeſs, ladies, you have each 
ſo much in your favour, that far greater 
penetration than mine is neceſſary tomake 
a a deciſion on your rights, Your claims 
to- the diamond are as equal as your 
beauty and accompliſhments, and I find 
it impoſſible to be juſt to one angel un- 
leſs by being unjuſt to two. The inten- 
tion of dividing the value of the ring 
does not ſuit my ideas, and yet were Ito 
attempt to decide the diſpute by lots, 
ſhould I not depreciate the merits of all 
three, by ſuffering chance to decide in 
favour of one? Allow me then, ladies, 
to found this deciſion on your own un- 
derſtandings, in every reſpe& far above 
my own, 1 know your fate. I know that 
C 3 ED you 
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you all, though in different ways, are 
victims to the ſtrange diſpoſitions of. your 
huſbands. Enough, then! As you have 
thought proper to ele& me your judge, 
my ſentence is that this ring be the pro- 
perty of her, who ſhall execute the 
greateſt impoſition on her huſband, tend- 
ing to his own reformation, I have too 
great a reliance on your honour to ſup- 
| pole that the honour of your huſbands 
can be at all endangered by my propoſal. 
The rivg 1 will, with your permiſſion, 
keep in my hands till the event ſhall de- 
cide to whom it belongs.” 


The Marquis de Caſtramonte could not 

caſily bave made a propoſition more agree- 

able to the three friends; for each ſo firm- 
ly relied on her ſubtlety. that ſhe already 

fancied herſelf the owner of the diamond, 

They cheerfully conſented to the propo- 
fal, and left the ring in the Marquis's | 
bands. Don Manrique then took bis 

leave, and continued bis walk. The three 
hufbands ſoon after returned, and the day 
| was 
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was concluded on the part of the females 
by tomar ſol, and of the men, by play. 


The book-keeper's wife was ſomewhat 
covetous. The hope of gaining ſo valua- 
ble a jewel increaſed her avarice, to which 
may be added the reputation, which ſhe 
expected from the conqueſt, and the idea 
that her rivals would be galled at being 
excelled. All this worked fo ſtrongly on 
her mind, that ſhe ſummoned the whole 
force of her female cunning, and projefted 
the trick, which we will now Pan to 
our readers, 


But a fow houſes from her's lived a ſur- 

geon, whole greateſt pleaſure conſiſted in 
the ſtudy of aſtrology. He had formerly 
been an admirer of the fair Leonora, and 
in bis. heart was ſo ſtill, but perceiving. 
_ that be ſrghed in vain, and that his Latin 
was thrown away upon her, he had re- 
nounced all hopes. Leonora was far too 
quick-fighted to be decerved by her 
Swain's — indifference, and though 
8 nothing 
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nothing could induce her to treſpaſs in 
the leaſt on the bounds of nuptial fidelity, 


yet ſhe determined to avail herſelf of this 
man's aſſiſtance in forwarding her project. 
To this end ſhe treated him with greater 


kindneſs, and aſſumed towards him by 
degrees a conduct ſo obliging and inſinu- 
ating, that he began to flatter himſelf with 
the ſweet idea of having at length made 
ſome impreſſion on her heart. As ſoon 


as Leonora pereeived that his hopes were 


re-kindled, ſhe aſked him if ſhe might 


rely on his aſſiſtance in a little carnival 


frolic, Our aſtrologer was tranſported in 
having ſuch an opportunity of ſhewing 
his ardour in her ſervice, and promiſed to 


do every thing, which ſhe might require. 


« I wiſh you, then,” ſaid Leonora, © to. 


inform my huſband very ſolemnly that 


you have ſearched into his nativity, and - 


by virtue of your art have diſcovered 
that he muſt infallibly die within four and 


twenty hours. Uſe all your eloquence 


and every endeayour to convince him. 


The 


- 
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The more firmly. | you impoſe upon him, 
tbe n ſhall 1 conſider myſelf obliged 


to you.“ 


Tbe planet · reader was heartily pleaſed 
that his Goddeſs would conſider ſuch a 
trifle as a favour, and promiſed to com- 
mence his attack that very evening. He 
then took the liberty of exprefling ſome 
curioſity as to her intentions, and ſhe pro- 
miſed, if he ſucceeded in his firſt endea- 
vours, to acquaint him with the whole 
ſcheme on the ſucceeding day, when ſhe 
perhaps might want his aſſiſtance in ano- 
ther trifle. The ſurgeon repeated his 
aſſurances that nothing would give him 
greater pleaſure than to obey her com- 
mands, and went to his poſt, as the time 
_ approached, when the book-keeper uſu- 
ally came from the counting-houſle, 


No ſooner did he eſpy his man at 2 
diſtance, than he went towards him, as if 
he met him quite by accident. They 


greeted each other, when our aſtrologer 
| Ma: 
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barks the farce by 8 Are you 
not well, neighbour ? Methinks you look 
moſt miſerably.” 


«TI am very well, I thank you ; except 


that my head is rather confuſed by ſome - 


intricate accounts, which I have been 


this afternoon examining. In other re- 
ſpects, I never was better.“ 1 


%. Four colour; my dear Guzman“ 
(which was the book-keeper's name) “tells 
me juſt the reverſe. Believe me, death 


is often very near us, when we fancy that 
we feel well.—Let me. feel your 4900 1 


friend.“ 


Guzman preſented his hand in evident 


uneaſineſs. The ſurgeon carefully ex- 


amined his pulſe, ſtared directly in his 
face, and then ſtood for a minute or two 
in deep meditation, and with a counte- 
nance, expreſſive of increaſing anxiety 
and friendly ſorrow. At length he thus 
broke the ſolemn litence, 


ls 
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ce I aſſure you, dear neighbour, that 1 


ſhould not repent all the time, pains, and 


expenſe, which I have beſtowed upon my 
two favourite ſtudies aſtrology and medi- 
cine, if they were even of no further ad- 
vantage to me than in enabling me to 


warn you of a rapidly approaching dan- 
ger. I ſhould not be your friend, if I 


concealed from you what moſt nearly 
concerns you, and what you doubtleſs 
little ſuſpe&t. My dear friend, arrange 
all your ſpiritual and worldly affairs with- 


out delay, ſor I ſolemnly aſſure you that 


you have not ſour and twenty hours to 
live. It grieves me to the ſoul that I am 
doomed to be the harbinger of ſuch 
mournful tidings—but alas, it is certain. 


To-morrow, at this time, you will have 


been long convinced that this afternoon 
would have been much better employed 


in adjuſting the affairs of your conſcience, 


than in ſettling the confuſed accounts of 
your Principal.“ 


This addreſs, delivered with the greateſt 


1 ſolemnity, 
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ſolemnity, and with every appearance of 


ſincerity, had certainly ſome effect upon 
the ſpirits of our book-keeper. Yet he 
replied. with a (mile: „ All I can ſay, 
neighbour, is that I feel, in my own opi- 
nion, very well, and place as much reli- 
ance on your prophecy as the circum- 
ſtances relative io Alonzo Sanchez's wife 
juſtify me in doing. You, no doubt, re- 


member, that you foretold ſhe would 


bring male-twins into the world, and die 
in child-bed, whereas lhe was delivered 


ol a dead daughter, and is now alive.“ 


The ſurgeon ſurveyed him with eyes ; 
full of compaſſion, and ſaid in the tone 


ok a man, who is certain of his fact: 


„Well, my dear Guzman, ſcoff as you 
pleaſe. I have done my duty as a Chriſ- 
tian, and“ added he in a warning voice, 


you will at leaſt have no cauſe to com- 
plain in another world, that I negle ted 


to yo of your fate,” 


With theſe words he embraced him, 
and 
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and exhibited all the heartfelt ſorrow of 


a man, who is taking an eternal leave of 
an intimate friend. He then walked a 
few ſteps—turned ſuddenly round, as if 
overpowered by an inward impulſe 
filently claſped him once more in his arms 
Prev his hand—and went. 


The 1 was in reality ſlariled 


by the unexpected intelligence, and the 
laſt addreſs, the mien and deciſive tone 
of his friend completed his alarm. He 
purſued his way towards home, buried 
in thought, and although he placed litile 
reliance on his neighbour's prophecies, 
yet could he not forbear to feel his pulſe 
at intervals, and once or twice to lay his 
hand upon his heart. Although every 
thing there ſeemed in perfect order, and 
he had long been accuſtomed to ridicule 
his friend's ſkill io aſtrology, yet he had, 
nevertheleſs, a high .reſpett for him as a 
medical man, having often experienced 


the good effects of his advice and aſſiſtance 
in the family, Thus did his doubtful and 


V uneaſy 
* 
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uneaſy mind poiſe between one fide and 
the other, but anxiety at laſt held the 
ſway. 


In this diſpoſition he entered his houſe, 
te ſolved not to mention to his wife what 
had paſſed, but unable to conceal his un- 
eaſineſs, which appeared in every look 
and action. Leonora, who obſerved him 
attentively, ſoon diſcovered how well her 


ambaſſador had played his part, and in- 


wardly enjoyed poor Guzman's diſaſtrous 
appearance, He ordered ſupper to be 
brought, eat very little, ſhewed ſigns of 
great diſorder, roſe from table in deep 
meditation, and ſaid he would go to bed. 
His wife enquired very affectionately if he 
was not well, to which he replied that he 
was perfectly ſo. She then aſked if any 
thing diſagreeable had happened to him, 
for ſhe never before ſaw him look ſo 
oddly. Here a tear or two (which Wo- 
men, as one has heard, always have at 
command) ſtole down her cheeks. He, 
however, maintained that Rong had oc- 

0 1 curred 
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curred to make him uneaſy and they went 
to bed. Guzman ſlept as little as he had 
eat, and if his eyes chanced to cloſe, he 


ſaw nothing but graves and funeral-pro- 


ceſſions. His wife ſuffered him to toſs 


from ſide to fide, and affected to be 
aſleep, while ſhe was, in reality, enjoying 
the ſucceſs of her deception. 


Guzman roſe earlier than uſual, and 
went to the counting-houſe. His delight 
at having again beheld day- light made him 
hope that he might ſurvive the evening, 
and he began to treat the ſurgeon's pro- 
phecy with contempt. Nay more, he en- 


joyed the idea of deriding his neighbour's 


boaſted {kill in aſtrology. Let us leave 
him to this enjoyment, and while he is 
occupied with drafts, invoices, ballances 
and accounts of ſales; we will take a ſur- 

vey of his frolicſome wife's i. 


As face s as 8 bad left the reads 
ſhe ſummoned her privy council, which 
conſiſted of the aſtrologer, the jealous 
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Antonio, Gonſalvo the painter, and Zam- 
bulo the vicar, a merry wag, who liked 
better to look at the eyes of a pretty ſin- 
ner than his breviary. To them ſhe dil. 
cloſed her plan (but without the minuteſt 
reference to the ring,) and appointed to 
each bis office, which they all very rea- 
dily undertook. | 


Towards evening, as the book-keeper 
was returning home, he ſaw, at the turn 
of a corner, the vicar walking before him 
with another prieſt and ſeveral people, | 


(0 us is it not a pity, ' he heard one of 
them ſay, * that poor Guzman Thould dic 


ſo * 


& It is indeed,” anſwered another, * ef. 
pecially as he thereby had no time to con- 
feſs his ſins before he left the world.“ 


& Aye, poor be !” ſaid the vicar. 
« He was found dead in bed this morning.” 


The worſt of the buſineſs,” rejoined 
; . the 
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the other prieſt, * is that his neighbour the 
ſurgeon, who, it is ſaid, read in the ſtars 
as in a book, poſitively aſſerts, that he 
| laſt night foretold to him his approaching 
end almoſt to a minute, but that he ridi- 
culed the prophecy,” _ 

„Heaven have mercy on his ſoul!” 
What are we poor mortals? cried the 
vicar. © Here yeſterday, and in the earth 


to-day,” 


«True, true,” ſaid the other prieſt, © As 
to his wife, ſhe ſhould be congratulated, 
for Guzman has left her money enough to 
procure a better huſband than he ever was. 
He never cared much for her. But, we. 
ſhould always ſpeak well of the dead, 
and To, 1 have done.“ 


Guzman liſtened to all this, and knew 
not whether to truſt his ears. He reſolved 
to addreſs them, and to aſk whether they 
imagined they were coming from his fu- 

neral, or another Guzman had been juſt 
Dy buried. 
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buried. But they, obſerving his inten- 
tion, and having nothing more to ſay, 
doubled their pace, turned into another 
ſtreet, and eſcaped him. He then conti- 

nued his way in a diſpoſition not yet deſ- 
cribed by. any philoſopher of our ac- 
quaintance. Near the ſtreet in which he 


lived, there was a narrow lane. Through _ 


this he had to paſs, and here the ſurgeon 
and the painter were ſtationed. As ſoon 
as they eſpied him, the ſurgeon began: 
& Yes, I aſſure you, Gonſalvo, he laughed 
when I told him that he would not out- 
| live to-day, but I am ſure he will not 
laugh at me now.“ 


& Poor Guzman!“ ſaid the painter. 
& He was thick, and plethoric, and had 
a ſhort neck. He was fond of the bottle, 
too. Well! God comfort his poor wife, 
and us likewiſe, ſor we have loſt a good 

friend in him.” Would to Heaven he 
| had believed me!” repeated the ſurgeon. 


' Guzman, who'* was ſanding behind 
them, 
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them, and liſtening to their converſation, 
could no longer reſtrain himſelf, 


What the devil do you mean ?” cried 
he. Are you mad? Have they bern 
burying me, when Lam —— —“ 


& The ood have- mercy upon us!“ 
cried the two wags. It is Guzman him- 
ſelf.” They retreated a few ſteps. In 
the name of all the Saints,” cried the pain- 
ter, © I conjure thee, oh departed ſpirit, 
not to follow us, but to tell us from the 
place where thou art now ſtanding, what 

is thy will.“ 


The ſurgeon ſhrieked, and fled, when 
Guzman, regardleſs of the painter's con- 
jurations ran towards him. He thought 
it better to avoid a conflict, and followed 
the aſtrologer with all poſlible ſpeed. 


cc Are the people inſane, or am I ?” ex- 
claimed the book-keeper, who no longer 
knew what to think, If he did not reſem- 


ble a dead man, he might have been ſuf- 
N 
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: peed to whe 1 ſo feebly did he reel 
to the end of the ſtreet, He was now 
within fifteen or twenty ſteps of his houſe, 


when he ſaw Antonio come out of it, and 


walk directly towards him to rob him of 
the little underſtanding, which the reſt 
had left him. Antonio ſeemed not to ſee 
bim, but walked with mournſul ſolemnity, 


rivetted his eyes on the earth, and at 
intervals wiped a tear from them. When 


he was cloſe to the book-keeper, he 


raiſed his eyes, and ſuddenly flarted 


back, as if his foot had touched a viper. 


% Holy Virgin,” cried he, © lend me thy 


aid! Is that the ghoſt of Guzman?” 


ko; > | 
„To be ſure it is Guzman,” anſwered 
he, but not his ghoſt, I am alive. 


Why do you croſs and bleſs yourſelf? I 


5” 


am Guzman, I tell you; Saal in ſoul 


and 1 


Thinking the old man like the others 
might eſcape him, he ſeized his cloak. 


Antonio, however, cried: 5 Depart from 
| Cr me, | 
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me, Satan! Abrenuntio! Abrenuntio !” With 
theſe words he releaſed himſelf from the 
cloak, left it behind him, and ran away 
vith alle fpeed: © 2 


Little was now wanting fully to deprive 
poor Guzman of his ſenſes. “ muſt be 
dead,” ſaid he to himſelf, - © Yes, it is 
beyond a doubt that I am dead. — —I 
| ſhould be a fool if I were any longer to 
diſbelieve it.— —But if I be dead, What 
am I doing here? And I did not ſee the 
Devil in my laſt moments, as my Con- 
feſſor uſed to tell me that I ſhould, ——— 
Am 1 dead, or not? God knows beſt 
what I am.. But if I were a ſoul, a mere 
ſoul, and my body in the earth, what 
could I have to do with: clothes—and my 
own common clothes too? I can hear 
and ſee; and I feel that it is cold, and 
| that it is begining to rain.— —I know 
nothing of any other world than this,— 
All Il know is that my beſt friends and 
companions run away from me, and fay I 
am dead. Are they playing me a Carnival 
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trick? That is poſſible ; PRE ** do my 
friends run away and nobody elſe ?— 
What a fool I am! How can people be 
afraid of me, who do not know me ? Oh! 

I certainly am dead, but, mercy on me, 
how could I leave the world without 
knowing any thing of the matter ?” 


While he thus argued with himſelf 55 | 
and con a young man happened to be paſ- 
ſing. Guzman ſeized his arm, and ſaid: 

6 Tell me, friend, — am I dead or alive p 


& You are a fool,” replied the man, 
and tore himſelf looſe. 


he God knows þ am,” ſaid the book- 
Keeper. 5 3 


He at laſt reſolved to go to his houſe. 

It was, indeed, time he ſhould; for it 

was already dark, and the rain increaſing. 

He knocked violently at the door. A 

maid aſked in a whining voice, who: was 
there? 


5 Open the door, Laura” cried he. 
: 40 Go, 
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“ Go, you impudent fellow,” anſwered 
ſhe. © Are you not aſhamed to make 


ſuch a noiſe, when — maſter is but juſt 


buried?“ 


„What, you ſlut! open the door, I 


ſay. Iam your maſter, and I am wet to 


the ſkin,” | 


„ You, my maſter! I wiſh you were.— 
but he, poor man is in Heaven, I ws, 
unleſs the devil was juſt then in want of a 


| book-keeper. Then, mercy on him, for 


he was ſo fond of his books that he never 
allowed himſelf time even to think of his 
wile—ſtill lefs of bis foul.” | 


Guzman was naturally violent, He 


kicked at the door 'till it flew open. As 
ſoon as Laura ſaw him, ſhe ran up ſtairs 


{hrieking with all her might. Leonora, 
clothed from head to foot in the deepeſt 
mourning, came from her chamber, as if 
to enquire the cauſe of the alarm. Oh 
Madam, I ſhall die,” cried Laura, «I've 
ſeen my maſter's ghoſt,” 
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Mieanwhile Guzman had walked up 

ſtairs, © Jeſu Maria!” cried Leonora, as 
ſoon as ſhe eſpied him, and ſunk to the 
carth in a ſwoon. The maid ran into 2 
room and lotked the door. 


The poor fool was now convinced that 
he certainly was dead, He, however, en- 
deavoured to compole himfelf and to aſſiſt 

his wife. He took her in his arms, and 

carried her into her chamber. Here freſh 

reaſons for convittion awaited him. The 
room was hung with black cloth, and the 

curtains were down, The ſight had ſuch 

an effe& upon him, that he almoſt let his 

wife fall, © I am dead,” cried he. By 

my poor foul—God forgive me—I cer- 

_— am | dead.” 


dis wife ery the greateſt trouble in the 
world to refrain from laughing. He laid 
her on the bed, took a lamp from the 
table, ran into her drefling-room, brought 
a a bottle, rubbed her temples, ſhook her, 


and held the ſpirits to her noſe. At 22 * 
te 
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ſhe opened her eyes, bue on ſecing her 
huſband, uttered a loud cry, and again 
ſwooned. He renewed his aſſiſtance but 


in vain, and after every endeavour, was 
obliged to leave her to herſelf. —An hour 
had now elapſed beyond his uſual time of 
ſupping, and he felt hungry. He rung 
for his ſervant, but Pedro did not come: 
Leonora, who could not confide in him, 
had ſent him, under ſome pretence, to a 


country-houſe, belonging to Guzman. 


Laura, Anna, Margaretta were called, but 
did not appear. His hunger increaſed. 
He went to the ſervants' room, but the 
| maids were well inſtruQted in their parts, 
and were ſinging a bymn for the repoſe 
of the dead. The more he knocked, the: 
louder he demanded ſomething to eat, the 
louder they ſang their requiem. _ 


" "I If it were true,” eriedd he, 6 that a 
ſpirit can fly through a key-hole, I would 

litanize you with a — you ſqual- 

ling ſtuts.“ 
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He had no other reſourſe, but to go 
himſelf' to the larder, where he found 
ſome veal, of which be diſtinctly recol- 
 leQted to have ſwallowed a good ſhare on 
ide preceding evening. He deſcended in- 
to the cellar, and filled a bottle of wine. 
He. then returned to his chamber, and 
eat his ſupper with a hearty appetite, now 
and then addreſſing himſelſ io the bottle, 

4 muſt confeſs,” ſaid he to himſelf, 
death is not ſo bad a buſineſs as people 
think, I can cat—I can drink—I can— 
ſuppoſe I fill my bottle again. The only 
| hardſhip is that a dead man muſt wait up- 
on himſelf, but my. venerable confeſſor, | 
Father Alvarez, always uſed to ſay that 
there was to be no diſtinction of perſons | 
in the next world.” ee Ut Vols 1 


4 He fetched the I" bottle, and drank | 
glaſs after glaſs, exclaiming repeatedly 
that the wine never was half ſo palatable- 
while he. was alive, At length, he began 
to ſeel its effects. - 
abi 2 «I 
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declare,“ ſaid he, “ every thing is 
as natural as if I was not dead. I never, 
for the life of me, could weather it as far 
as the third pier „„ 


{ESE 


He ſtaggered « once or wiice up and 
down the room. jr „ 38 os 


_— Aye,” ſaid ** «© my legs won't bean 
me. It is the ſame in one world as ano: 
ther, I ſee. Well I can eat and drink 
III try whether I can fleep- too.“ The 
wine had now merely left him; ſufficient 
power over himſelf to caſt off his clothes, 
He had ſome trouble before be reached 
che bed, becauſe he was feeling for it (ſee 
he could no longer) at the wrang fide of 
the room, At length he found it, ſtretched 
himſelf at the ſide of his wife, and was 
almoſt immediately faſt aſleep. Leonora, 
vas no ſooner convinced of this, than fhe 
aroſe, and, aſſiſted by her ſervants; re- 
moved the black tapeſtry, laid aſide her 
weeds, and indeed diſpoſed of every thing 
which bore any reſemblance to mourning. 

* 2 She 
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She then retired again to bea, and flept 
1 y ell . 


Day broke, and 8 ſeemed not 
at all diſpoſed to awake. Leonora dreſſed 
herſelf, and let him reſt till the time was 
paſt, at which he uſually went to the 
counting -houſe. She then ſhook bim 
until he opened his heavy eye-lids. He 
ſtretched himſelf, yawned once or twice, 
and had ſome trouble in coming to him- 
ſelf, for bis wife had juſt diſturbed bim in 
a dream about purgatory. But, as ſoon 
as he faw his chamber in its uſual ſtate, 
and Leonora in her uſual dreſs, he rubbed 
his eyes: Hem.” ſpluttered he, © Sure- 
ly I am awake!“ -He rubbed them: —_ 
and all * wy lame.” +. 7; 


. Tell me, my 24g ſaid he, „what 


this means. Are you dead too? Were 
you with me when I died? How did I 
_ die? For, I ſwear to you, my dear Leo- 
nora, that I am n ignorant ho- 
3812 | I left 


© D. 
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J left the world, bow 1 was buried, or 
how my room and bee were conveyed 


hither?” “ 


«© I muſt confeſs ,” replied Leonora, 
& that Carnival makes you full of jokes 


this year,, But, come! You muſt riſe. 


1 maſter will not know where you 
are.“ 


6 „What, 1 An 1 wen! not 1 dead? 5 


Was * not buried We : {01 


tt 1 ſee,” anſwered: a>; that you 


I „ %%% —˙ „ NEED 2 * R 23 — 


*- 


have not flept off the drunkenneſs of 8 255 X 


terday.“ 


6 . cried Guzman, incenſed at 
being contradifted in what he was ſo 
thoroughly convinced of, “I am dead 


Tinfiſt upon it I was buried yeſterday. 


Aſk our neighbour the ſurgeon—aſk 


Laura — Zambulo— Antonio —Gonfalvo 


—aſk any body—nay yourſelf; for you 


will ſcarcely-deny that I beheld you laſt 
night 1 in deep mourning, that you ſwooned 
1 2 


as. 


224253 Are ao 4 
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as ſoon as you ſay me, that I carried you 
to bed in my arms, and that I ſtill ſmell 
| the ſpirit which I nn On your face.“ 


J never heard any thing like . in 
my days,” ſaid Leonora. Did not we 
laſt night ſup comfortably together?“ 


The night before laſt, wife, cried he, 

but I am to blame to be angry about it, 
for I ſee you are dead like myſelf, and 
you can no more believe it to-day, than 
I could yeſterday. Believe me, my dear 
Leonora, you are dead—yoy are as dead 
as I am,—you are indeed.” 


& Merciful Heavens!“ exclaimed Leo- 
nora, with every mark of aſtoniſhment 
and diſtreſs. © This is more than joke, 
| Laura! Laura! Run directly to our neigh- 
bour the ſurgeon, and tell him to come 
- hither without delay.,—Poor dear man! 
Muſt I have lived to ſee him loſe bis rea- 

A 


« God 
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& 1 knows which of us has loſt Ne 
anſwered Guzman. 


Laura had ſcarcely left the houſe to 
fetch the ſurgeon, when the painter and 
old Antonio arrived, Both were very cu- 
rious to know how the farce proceeded, 
Leonora with great ſorrow related to them 

| the range chimeras of her huſband, who 
not only fancied himſelf dead, but mined 
upon ber being _ too,” 


« I am glad you 1 come;“ ſaid the 
book-keeper, for you know Iam dead.“ 


His friends aſſured him, that, on the 
contrary, he looked very healthy, was 
at his own houſe in Madrid, and to all 
appearance not about to leave it for a 
babitation in another world.” 

5 For Heaven's fake,” faid they, © ba- 

niſh theſe ideas, left, if they become pub- 
lic, you be * and confined as a 
madman.“ 


c Who 


e 5 * * N y E "7 
Lo tt 9 q ** _ 92 > 7 
9 ry TRE” 9 Nee 9 2 PREY * V * * 3.5 
1 = * — — — on * WE 1 + 
- * Eee IU. 2, — . = — — * 1 — 9 2 — 
ww © {a6 pas << 4 Mes Dent ; AS — — — 5 
2 3 6 


—_ THE RM. 


£ Who the, devil ever "Ee the like ?” 
cried Guzman. ( I tell you nothing is 
more certain than that I am dead, Neigh- 
bour” continued he to the ſurgeon, who 
juſt entered the room, „come nearer, 
and tell theſe obſtinate people whether 1 
am alive or dead. nd 


66 res ho 8 as 0 as I can 
ſce,” replied the ſurgeon. But why 
did you urge me to come ſo immediately, 
mad. | FT 


« You hear that my buſband has loſt 
his ſenſes,” anſwered ſhe. «6 I have the 
fulleſt confidence in your {kill and abili- 
ties. Try every means to reſtore him. 


Oh that I knew what had robbed my dear == 


Guzman of his reaſon g £ 


# 


"OM Nothing is more eaſily accounted _ 
for,” rejoined the ſurgeon. Could it 
well be otherwiſe? ' Conſider, - madam, 
were you to chain yourſelf for life to a 
_ deſk, to be for ever buried among drafts, 
letters, Vice, Journals, ledgerss ſpe- 
culations, 
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culations, &c. &c. &c. thinking of no- 
thing but per cents, profits and uſury— 
were you fo thoroughly to devote your 
mind to theſe purſuits as' to forget your 
God, your huſband and yourſelf—were you 
to weaken your nerves by ſtrong liquors, - 
and conſtantly deprive yourſelf of that 
grand requiſite to health, exerciſe con- 
ſider madam, I ſay, whether it can be 
ſurpriſing that your faculties ſhould be 
thereby injured. Vita ſedentaria et labo- 
rioſa ; diaeta vinoſa ; curae anxiae, aliaque animi 
pathemata ; vigi—ah—I recolle&, madam, 
you do not underſtand Latin, but 1 have 
ſufficiently explained: Signor Guzman's 
diſorders, and I muſt add that there can 

be no chance of recovery without a ra- 
_ dical change in his mode of li fe; for, ina 
word, his complaint is of the hypocondriac 
kind. The infernal love of gain has diſ- 
ordered his intelleAs. I will, however, 
exert my utmoſt fkill towards his cure, 
but I muſt repeat, that without a change 
in his mode of life, every exertion on wy 


part muſt be fruitleſs.“ 
4 ge This 
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This pathological and therapeutic diſ. 
courſe from a man, on whoſe medical abi- 
lities our book-keeper had always placed 
a great reliance, had a very great effect 
upon him. He was no longer ſo tho- 
roughly convinced of his death, though | 
much. galled at being conſidered and treat- 
ed as a lunatic, But, recolletting his rea- 
ſons for ſuppoſing, himſelf dead, he was 
again very much inclined to diſbelieve 
every thing, which was paſkog around 
him. 


te If I be, then,” cried be, tag you all 
aſſert, really alive, I ſhould like to know 


why every one of you yeſterday, as ſoon 
as he ſaw me, croſſed himſelf, and ran as 


if the devil had been at 3 heels 5 


20 ow 1 avied, the nar. « Theſe 
gentlemen muſt anſwer for themſelves, 
but, for my part, I muſt declare I have 
never ſeen you fince St. Blaſius's day. I 
bave been, during the whole time, em- 
ployed on a large painting in the church 

| 3 on 
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of Villaverde, and the vicar of that place 
can teſtify that 'till this Wa I have 
not been at Madrid. + Rte | 


« And I,” ſaid Antonio, © was engaged i 
all yeſterday and 'till midnight ty. writing 
letters to Alcala and Saragoſſa, which | my 
good friend the Licentiate Don Chriſtoval 
de Torriga, whom you know, this morn- 
ing took with him. Therefore, as I did 
not ſee you e 1 could 1 not run 
* . 8 5 


And yoa did not leave your cloak in 
uy hand?“ 


& My cloak !“ exclaimed Antonio. 
T APY forbid *˙ _ 


N ell, 0 ſaid Ke a 1 An 


| how. it is And you, Leonora, were not 
in widow! 8 weeds „ 


cc en forbid 1 ever mould, 8 a 
me. | - : 
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80 And you did not ſwoon at ſight of 
me,“ demanded he. ö 


&« Never in my life, that I recolleR, 4 


replies Leonora. 


«It at 3 a ſaint,” cried Guz- 


man. Now, neighbour, tell me the 
truth. Did not you the night before laſt 


aſſure me that I looked moſt wretchedly, 


and had not more than four and twenty 


hours to live? Were you not offended 


becauſe I reminded you of Alonzo San- 


chez's wife, and. did not you run away 
from me quicker than Gonſalvo „ 


« You will not believe any one,” re» 
turned the aſtrologer. What therefore 
will it avail, if I aſſure you that during a 


whole week I have not been out of my 


ſtudy. Aſk any one in my houſe, and 
you will find that I have been ſo much 


confined and engaged by a partièular pro- 


ceſs for ſeveral days, as ſcarcely to find 


time for a meal. Come, my dear friend, 


recollea 
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3 yourſelf, Yue complaint has 

clouded your faculties, and all the ſt range 

tales, vnich you have related to us, muſt 

| have happened to you in a dream, which 

is Often more hvely and impre ſſive in your 
e than in any other,” 


e Would to Heaven it were bas 2 
dream,” ſaid Guzman, with a ſigh. < Call 


that baggage Laura.” 
Leonora rung, and Laura came. 


„Come hither” tt he, and raiſed 
himſelf in bed. come nearer. Tell me, 
you Neopolitan huſſy - and God forgive 
you if you lie tell me, I fay what paſſed 
between you and me laſt night.“ | 


46 Low, ſir, 5 anſwered Laura, cc © how 
you frighten one! vou know, Signor, 1 
was ſtanding in the bail, when you came 
home, with a pair of ſtockings in my 
hand—and ſo you told me to tell Pedro 
that he muſt bring ſupper direQly—and 
ſo I called Pedro, and lo" ice the 


F | td And 
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„d Af fo,” e Guzman, « 1 twiſt 
your head off your ſhoulders, if you don't 
confeſs the truth, you Italian flut. Did 


not I wait like a fool in the rain till you 
had finiſhed your n 


Ch Why, Lord, Signor,“ anſwered . 
& we never exchanged a word 'till you 
met me in the hall, and ſaid you wanted 
ſupper—and ſo I called : + Pedro, come 
hither! My maſter wants ;"— _ 


1 « Out of my night, you 883 es 
Vil make you ſing a hymn not much like 
chat of laſt night.” | 


Laura did not wait a ſecond bint. 


ka Come, ſaid the hs Dreſs your- 
elf, and let us take a walk, You will 


then find that your death is the moſt 
laughable whim which ever entered into 
5 _— mind of an hypocondriac,” — 


Gunmen dreſetw biwfelf, dank a cup 
of * and went with them. He met 
various 
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various friends and acquaintance, who 
|. bowed to him as uſual, which convinced 
bim that his death was merely a dream. 


E For,” — he with Winkel te were 

I dead and buried, my neareſt neighbours 

would ſurely know it. But, no one, cer- 

tainly, ever had ſo natural and lively a 

dream. Te ſtill ſeems as if it were all be- 
fore me.” 


The moſt powerful conviltioh to his 
mind was the teſtimony of the vicar Zam- 
bulo, whom they met during their walk. 


Lg 


6 Sjonor Licenciado,” cried he, as ſoon 
as he ſaw him, “whom did you bury yel- 
' terday ?” Zambulo ſolemnly affured him 
that he had buried nobody yeſterday, or 
the day before.— The whole farce was 
now atted again. v8 SY Of 


The other prieſt, whom Guzman declared 
to have ſeen with the Licentiate was ſum- 
moned, who maintained the tale agreed 
upon. Thus was Guzman convinged that 
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vir health had been iSftited by a too cloſe 
application to buſineſs, He, therefore, 
promiſed his wife and friends, (who were 
very importunate on the ſubje ct) that he 
would reſign his employment, and devote 
the remainder of his days to domeſtic 
caſe. This was the grand object of Leo- 
nora's wiſhes, and ſhe already faw the 
Ting upon her linger. 


we kus not what may be the opinion 
of our readers on the condutt of Leonora. 
For, our part, though it would be eaſy 
to declare our ſentiments, we rather de- 
<line it at preſent, or perhaps entirely, in 
order that we may not influence the opi- 
nions of our good-natured friends, or 
give our enemies (whom, humble as is our 
opinion of ourſelves, we ſhall as little fail 
to have as the great Don Miguel Cer- 
vantes, whoſe name ought always to be 
printed in golden letters) an opportunity 
of contraditing us. Should the afore- 
mentioned gentry. however, confider what 
we have ſaid from the words % We know | 
not” 
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nat to be a digreſſion, we beg leave humbly 
to ſtate that it is not a digreſſion, but an 
introduction to the ſecond part of our 
narrative, and that we mean the preſent 
ſentence to be conſidered as a note. | 


+ Proud as Leonora might Is of ber in- 
vention, Thereſa was not in the leaſt at a 
- Joſs. The only point, in which ſhe envied 
her friend, was her ſucceſs; for though ſhe 
placed a firm reliance on her cunning, yet 
could ſhe not be poſitive that it would 

| effet the wiſhed-for alteration in Gon- 
 falvo's mode of life. It was, likewiſc, 3 
very unpleaſant circumſtance both to her 
and Antonio's wife, that Leonora, to effe& 
the reform in her huſband's conduct, had 
availed herſelf of their huſbands” aid, for 
it was to be feared that they would on 
that account more eaſily detect an impo- 
ſition. Perhaps this, too, was Leonord's 
intention, but ſhe did not reflect that it 
would be ſtill more to their credit, if not- 
withitanding this hindrance, n. elfe cden 
their * 
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While the wks wh was repenting 
bis fins, and endeavouring to drive from 
his remembrance the dreams which he fan- 
tied to have haunted his imagination, 
| Thereſa, by means of her brother, had a 
new front-door made by a joiner who 
ved in a remote part of the town, which 
was exactly of the ſame ſize as that be- 
Jonging to the painter's houſe. The lock 
and hinges were procured of a fmith, 
equally unknown, Theſe were privately 
| brought one evening, while Gonſalvo was 
at a tavern, and ſecreted in the houſe. 
Oa the day appointed for the execution 
of the fcheme, came Therefa's brother, a 
<omplete- wag, (who was never more at 
home than when engaged in a frolic of 
his kind) with a few ſriends at leaſt as 
wild as himſelf, and they concealed them- 
elves till their aſſiſtance was neceſſary, 
Towards evening, Gonfalvo arrived from 
A convent, where he had been delineating 
aA few of the innumerable miracles of St. 


(Francis, and a whole length figure of St. 


ys and was received by his wiſe 
1 with 


W 
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: with. ber uſual good-humour, They eat 
their ſupper as uſual in company with old 
SGalrſaganilla, and retired, as uſual to bed. 


A word, en paſſmt. This ſaid Sarſaga- 
nilla was a relation of Gonſalvo, and a 
kind of duenna to his wife. In other re- 
ſpects ſhe was, like muſt other old vo- 
men, crafiy, deceitful, fond-of miſchief, 
and ever ready to promote diſcord, unleſs 
ſhe found: her account in doing the con- 
trary The honeſt painter, quite unſuſ- 
picious of the misfortunes which awaited 
him, was ſcarcely in bed ere he ſnored 
till the walls echoed the hoggiſh found. 
Thereſa, on the contrary, big with her 3 
projett, remained awake /uil midnight. - f 
She then began to groau mult piteoufly, 
and tofled from one {ide to another, till 
 Gonlalvo, although au excellent fleeper, e 
n not but awake. „e 


66 Oh! [ can SRO it no longer! I ſhall 
ye 1 thall die!” | 
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What is the matter?” demanded ber 
© huſband, «+ What is the nme deas 
Thereſa 7 1 


No other anſwer could he obtain but 
a repetition of © I ſhall die? Oh! I ſhalt 
die,” accompanied by ſhrieks and groans, 
which would have ne a tone io com- 
N 


Wie know not whether the painter did 
not in reality conceive his wife's caſe io 
be fo dangerous as ſhe declared, or whe- 
ther, like many other huſbands, he was ac- 
cuſtomed to the overatted complaints 
made by moſt wives, if a finger chance 
to ach a little. Suffice it to ſay, that he 
liſtened to Thereſa's groans and cries 
with great compoſure, and contented him- 
elf with adviſing her to be patient, with 
aſſuring her that the pain would ſoon ſub- 
fide, and with adminiſtering other flimſy 
conſolations of the ſame nature, which, 
however, on moſt ſudden attacks among 
married women, ate more effectual than a 
Fo | whole 
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as ſhop-full of ſalves, plaiſters, eſſen- 
ces, elixirs, tinctures, electuaries, &. 
&c. With Thereſa, nevertheleſs, the cool- 
neſs of her huſhand had not at that time 
the deſired effect, although it is fo excel 
lent a ſpecific that I myſelf, who am en- 
gaged in writing this work, once thereby 
recovered my wife from a very violent 
ſwoon, and have bappily euked! her up all 


ſuch n for ever. ph by „ Bus 


Thereſs, as we ue üg binted; 
| cried louder than before; demanded a 
confeſſor, and at laſt made ſuch a noiſe 
that Sarſaganilla ran half . into the 
room, exclaiming: G N 230d 


66 Help, Santo Honofrio! What now * 


66 Oh I am | loſt, Ih "cried Thereſa, Ril 
louder —« this colic will tear me in 
pieces.“ e 5 


#$, 


* Ay” ſaid | frantic «1 told you 
what would be the pee eee of OT | 
that lallad,” Uo tug: 14 48 by 

ral, 1 5 5 She 
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She now ran to prepare warm cloths, 
and gave the patient ſome hot wine, mixed 
with ginger and cardamums. But all ap- 
plications external or internal ſeemed only 
to make the patient worſe, with whoſe . 
moans and groans Sarſaganilla continually 
intermixed her ſage obſervations, — ſuch 
as: I told you ſo—l ſaid how it would 
be.— Thus it is, when people won't at- 
tend to what one ſays—l'd adviſe Nr to 
eat ſallad again Thoſe, who won't hear, 
muſt feel with other learned remarks, 
which amounted to this—that Thereſa 
would have ated more prudently, if ſhe 
had not eat any vinegar, becauſe ſhe had 
before very often experienced that acids 
diſagreed with 6 


& Why you 1 ſaid Thereſa, 1 
| only eat that little morſel of 8 ad, be- 
cauſe my huſband obliged me to do it. 
You know I uever can refuſe him any 
thing,” 


Vou feel the un pee, mut- 


tered ſhe between her teeth we had 
5 almoſt 
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almoſt ſaid, which would have been as 
great a falſehood as was ever uitered, for 
Sarſaganilla had not a tooth left, unleſs. 
we acknowledge as teeth two coal-black 
roots, which ult peeped out of her gums, 
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Mleanwhile, the complaint increaſed, 
and the painter, who *ull now had liſtened 
very calmly, a' laſt aroſe, though evi- 
dently againſt his inclination, for he was 
at lcalt as iond of his bed as of.his wine, 


| & What a noiſe,” cried he, „“ does ſne 
make about a little colic! Give her a 
draught of brandy,” | 


With theſe words he opened a cloſet, 
took out a bottle, filled a cup from i it, and 
held it under his wiſe s ole, 


" OM « Drink, Thereſa — ibis will do you 
. | 


Thereſa put her lipe- to ak cup, but 
immediately withdrew them again, and 
made not a few ugly grimaces. 


« Come, 


ow; WE 4 
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6 8 come,” ſaid. Gonſalvo, take 


it at one ſwallow.” 


She then juſt wetted her lips with it, 
* Ah!—tt taſtes like death,” cried ſhe, 
„ Pſhaw! laid the painter, © it taſtes 
like brandy. Sarlaganilla, make her drink 
it.“ EE 
& Td ber dis ii drink any thing 


fo 8 exclaimed Thereſa. 


ce Well then, let it alone,” ſaid her 
huſband. What muſt I do with it? Such 
en ought not to be waſted.“ 


He then drank the brandy, 10 locked 
the cloſer. 


4 Who ever - honed the like 2” cried 
Sarſaganilla. « To get drunk when his 


wife is dying! St. Peter preferve me from 


fuch a huſband, if I ſhould ever marry.” 


7:66 Don't be afraid, „ ſaid Gonſalvo, lay- | 
ing his hand on the old virgin's ſhoulder. 
wt 
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The diſorder, meanwhile, did not abate, 
and ſome further applications, recom- 
e by the an, were rejected. 


& Oh that Wichita was here * cried 
Thereſa. * She could reſtore me, if any 


body can.“ 


„ That's a lucky thought,” returned the 
duenna, She has always been of uſe t to 


vou.“ 


6 Tf I but live till ſhe comes, I—oh— 
it feels as if a thouſand knives were 
plunged i into my vitals,” 


One would be enough,” ſaid the pain · 
ter, in a low voice. 


& We malt ſend 5 how direQly,” re- 
joined Sarſaganilla. 


We ought long ago to have informed 
our readers that Gonſalvo had but one 
maid, who, at Thereſa's requeſt, and by 

his permiſſion, was gone, a day or two 
. before the preſent period, to ſee her 

G + friends 
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62 
friends at a village not far from Madrid. 
There was no one, therefore, to fetch 
Riachuela but the painter himſelf, on 


which very circumſtance our hck heroine 


had founded her plan. 


ce Oh my dear huſband, if you dia 
but do me the favour—“ 


He will, of courſe, with ne, 
ſaid Sarſaganilla. 


& But he won't,” rejoined Gonſalvo. 


& Heaven have mercy on us!” cried 
the pious duenna. . He can ſee his wife 
at the laſt gaſp, and won't go a few Raps 
to ſave her,” 


644 1 don't 1 what you call a ſow 
ſteps,” anſwered the painter. „ Ria- 
chuela lives i in n the Calle de las Carretas. 


& No, ſhe ww removed to the Calle de 
Fuencral,” returned Thereſa, | 


6 Why, 0 that is ſtill further,” ſaid Gon- 


ſfalvo, 
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ſalvo, e and is beſides a ſtreet without an 
end, as one may ſay. How can you ex- 
pe& me, when every houſe is ſhut up, to 
find an old woman in ſuch a ſtreet as 

that?“ c 7 


e Well” cried the patient, «IT muſt 
die, then. Riachuela knows my conſti- 
W and could — . 

&« Go, for Heaven' s and St. Peter” $ ſake,” 
cried Sarſaganilla. 


« Be quiet, I tell you, and don't aſk 
me to go to the other end of the city at 
ſuch an hour and in ſach weather. It 
rains ſo faſt that I would not turn a dog 
out of my doors, and it would take me 
above half an hour to walk from this ſtreet 
to the Calle de Fer. 1 


6 ; What a 1 !” cried Thereſa, 
He would rather ſee me die than walk 
' balf an hour to ſave me, But I know 
what it means. You are tired of me, and 
wiſh to be rid of me, Come then, mon- 

WS: ſer, 
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ſter, lie down, and ſleep. But mark this, 
if I do die, I believe I die by your hands. 
Who knows what you had mixed in the 
ſallad, which you ſo often aſked me to 
eat? You are not, at other times, ſo 
mighty civil. $ 


The painter, who by no means thought 


his wife ſo ill as ſhe declared, was incenſed 
beyond all bounds, when ſhe advanced 


ſuch an accuſation. 


“ Wife“ cried be, * 7 adviſe you to be- 
ware what you ſay, or I'——<©1I ſay it 
again,” interrupted ſhe, „and will ſay it 


to all the world. You have poiſoned me.” 


81 warn you wife!” cried Gonſalvo, 
to hold your tongue, left I chaſtiſe 
IM, 


© What l“ bellowed Sarſaganilla, 
& Threaten to beat a woman at the point 
of death! Your own wife too, dying— - 
God Os by whoſe means—1 ſay no 
more.“ 5 5 "i 


The 


FR 
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The painter's. patience was now ex- 
hauſted. He looked round for an inſtru: 


* W 1 e 


ment, and had he found one (little as he 

was in general diſpoſed to violence) he 

certainly would have given the duenna a EY 
few tokens of remembrance. She, how- _ q 


ever, ſatisfied in having cauſe for alarm, 
ran away and bawled as loud as ſhe was 
able. The patient bawled {ſtill louder, a = 
talked of poiſon, and called for Riachu- XX 69 
ela. This terrible noiſe, as the woman 1 
had ſuppoſed, confuſed the painter. He 
was afraid that the neighbourhood might 
be alarmed, and that her conſtant cries of 
Jam dying—I am poiſoned” might, if 
her complaint were really more ſerious than 3 
be imagined, bring him (eſpecially in caſe _ 
of her death) into an awkward predicas 


ment. 
“ For Heaven's ſake, Thereſa,” ſaid 1] 
he, „ be quiet, and I will go for Ria- "8 24 N 
cel, - 
© Yes, now you ſee—oh—that I am  » 


Ol: dying 
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dying—oh—if it had been to a tavern— 
you would have gone ſooner.” _ 


He took his cloak and a lanthern, and 
went, wiſhing Riachuela and all other old 
women at the devil. He had heard that 
ſhe lived in the Calle de Fuencral, but in 
what part of it he did not know. He had 
to walk almoſt the whole length of the 
city, and then to traverſe the aforeſaid 
long Calle de Fuencral. The rain had made 
the ſtreets, (Which are always dirtier at 
Madrid than at any other place in the 
world) knee-deep, and he was wet thro' 
his ſhirt before he had wandered through 
two thirds of his pilgrimage. We vill 
leave him for a moment to his walk, 
while we ſee how Thereſa goes on, 


The painter bad ſcarcely 3 his 
back, when ſhe was perfectly reſtored io 
health, and Sarſaganilla collected the aſ- 
fiſtants in her project. The old front-door 
was taken down, and the new one ſubſti- 
\ruted. The whole houſe was illuminated, 
and 
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and a 1 ſign, ak expreſsly ſor 
the occaſion, was hung out. The neigh- 


bours, with whom the plan had been con- 


certed, aſſembled to a ſplendid ſupper. 


Muſic was introduced, and as ſoon as the 
company role from table, Thereſa opened 
the ball with her brother, and Sarſaganilla, 


who had not been ſo merry for many a 


day, hobbled Kos the dance with 5 


che reſt, 


Meanwhile, poor Gonſalvo wandered 
up one fide of the Calle de Fuencral and 


down the other, knocked at every houſe, 


waked every body, and enquired where 


| Riachuela lived. Some curſed him for 


diſturbing them—others laughed at him, 


and the civilleſt did not know any thing 
of ſuch a perſon. At laſt, weary of fruit- 


leſs enquiries, and very much out of hu- 


mour, he again bent his way towards 


home. Tired, wet to the ſkin, {l1vering 
with cold, and covered with dirt, he at 
length reached the ſtreet in which he lived 


but how he looked, when he ſaw every 
re 5 room 


pu _ mms. 


room in his houſe illuminated, and heard 
the muſic and dancing, we ſhall not at- 
tempt to deſcribe. As he was about to 
knock, he eſpied a door quite unknown 
to him, beautifully painted, and orna- 
mented with elegant carved-work. 


* What the devil is this?” cried he, 
and held his lanthern, ſo as to have a full 
ſurvey of the door from the bottom to the 
top. As he raiſed his eyes, he could not 
but obſerve the ſign, which denoted that 
the houſe was a tavern, It was purpoſely 
kung in ſuch a way that the light fell up- 
on it from the windows, and the painter. 
very diſtinly read: Tas PRIxcE or 
AsSTURIA.” He now thought that he muſt 
haye been deceived by the darkneſs of the 
night, and that he was in a wrong ſtreet, 
He returned to the end of it, but all he 
ſaw convinced him that, as to the ſtreet, 
there could be no miſtake. He counted 
every houſe, from the corner to his own, 
in order to be thoroughly convinced, 


6 Here 


$: 
- 
A 
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6 8 1 Don n ſaid he, 
et here Riquemado the merchant, here 
Gulielmo Eſpuelo, here Alonzo Rienda, 
and ſo forth, till he reached his own houſe. 
„Here my houſe ought to ſtand between 

the ſecretary's and the apothecary's, ex- 
actly oppoſite Don Gomez de Quedo's, 
and here ſtands a tavern,—I dont under- 


ſtand it.“ 


He once more ſurveyed the houſe from 
top to bottom, and underſtood as little as 
before. | 


There never was a tavern in this 
ſtreet ſince I was born,” ſaid he, how 
the devil happens my houſe to have that 
| honour conferred upon it in the courſe 
of two hours? I left my wife at the point 
of death with nobody in the houſe but 
Sarſaganilla, and on my return find an 
illumination and a ball.—I don't feel as 
if I were either drunk or aſleep. Whe- 
| ther I am bewitched is another queſtion, 

Well! I'll ſee who gives this ball at my 


houſe, however.“ 
He 
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He 8 at his door, but the in- 
ſtruments were ſo loud that he vas not 
heard. He knocked more violently— 
no one would hear him. At laſt he ſo 
completely ſtormed the houſe with the 
knocker and his feet, that a waiter peeped 
out of a window above, and ſaid : 


Signor Eſtrangero, we have no room 
for you. Every chamber is occupied. 


You will pleaſe to look for other quar- 
ters.” 


6 What the devil are you talking a- 
bout ?” cried the painter, This houſe 
is mine. Open the door, or IU break 

your neck. a5 


« You are drunk,” anſwered the waiter 
« and if you don't mean us to quarrel, I 
would adviſe you to be gone ; for if you 
make any further noiſe at this door, you 

hall feel the conſequences.” 


% 


Wich theſe eats he cloſed the win- : 


dow violently, while the painter uttered | 
curſes 
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curſes and execrations. The light in bis 
lanthern was nearly extinguiſhed : The 
rain, and the water, which poured in tor- 
rents from the roofs, completely drenched 
him: The wind was ſo boiſterious that 
he could ſcarcely keep his feet. All theſe 
circumſtances prompted him to knock a- 
Zain with the utmoſt violence. 


& Martin,“ cried a voice within, “ take. 
a ſtick and break that raſcal's bones, who 
makes ſuch a noiſe at the door.“ 


56 Directiy, 5 anſwered another voice. 


The front door then opened, and a wai- 


er appeared with a broom-ſtaſf in his 


and. ; 


What do you mean,” - cried he, “ you 
drunken ſcoundrel ? We have no room 
for you. Begone, or I'll threſh you, till 
| you are black and blue,” : 


2M Sir,” returned the painter, «I do 
not wiſh to be a lodger here. This is my 
ewn houſe, It was Jens by my grandfa- 


% ther 
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ther Chriſtoval Chico to my father Migu- 

el Chico—and by him to me. I went 
from it but two hours ago to fetch one 
Riachuela, and. at my return, find it con- 
verted into a tavern. Pray ſir, explain 
to r me wow this comes to — 


408; What does the a mean,” 9 
the pretended waiter, © by his houſe aud 
his Chriſtovals and Miguels ? Go, go, 
before I apply this tick to your ſhoulders,” 


Sir,“ replied the painter, who felt 
diſpoſed to be very ſubmiſſive at the 
ſight of ſo ſturdy a weapon in the hand 
of ſo ſturdy an antagoniſt, 5 Sir, I can 
ſwear that this houſe was mine only two 
hours ſince. My name is Gonſalvo Chi- 
co, and I at that time left my wife yery 
ill, init. My wife is called Thereſa Pie- 
tro—unleſs ſhe has changed it within two 
hours, or is herſelf metamorphoſed into 
a tavern, and except the door and ſign, 
which probably belong to Belzebub, this 
is 5 my houſe, as all the world knows.” | 


« 66 Thou 
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„Thou varlet,” returned the waiter, 
& this houſe has been a tavern as long as 
I can recollet&t, and one of the firſt in the 
city too, My maſter's name is Hernando 
Taja, his wife's Blanca Majans and mine 
Martin Hierros. I ſcrved my preſent maſ- 
ter's father-in-law ſeveral years in this 
ſame houle. I therefore know the houſe, 

and know that you are a blockhead. -G 
to the gallows, Signor Gonſalvo Chico, 

or Gonſalvo Diabolo. If I didn't pity 
your folly, I would break this ſtick acroſs 
your ſhoulders.” 


7 


He then went into the houte, and bar- : 
red the door. — The poor painter was 
thunderftruck, and dared not knock a- 
gain. Ile at laſt reſolved to go to his 
friend Antonio, who lived not far off.— 

He groped through the dark, for his light 
Vas extinguiſhed, In the middle of the 
| ſtreet the water was almoſt deep enough 
to drown him, and at the ſides, it poured 
in torrents from the roofs. At laſt, aſter 
having once or twice bathed his face in 

H - Ws 


74 EHE RING. 


the dirt, he reached his friend's houſe.— 
It was three hours after midnight, and he 
knocked ſome time before he awoke his 
friend. Antonio, who never had any 
thing but horns before his eyes at night, 
concluded that this viſit, at ſo unuſual an 
hour, muſt have ſome reference to his wife. 
He therefore ſuffered the painter for ſome 


time to knock unheeded, but as poor Gon- 


ſalvo's blows at the door increaſed with 


his impatience, Antonio at laſt aroſe, and 
: put his nole out of the window with great 


caution. 


« For Heaven's ſake, Antonio,” cried 
the poor painter, ** open the door. — I am 


your half-periſhed friend Gonſalvo.“ 


Antonio was aſtoniſhed, inſtantly re- 
leaſed his wife from the ſack which we 
have before mentioned, and haſtened to 


admit his friend. Franciſca ſoon divined 


a part of the ſtory, but affected total ig- 


norance, and aſked, as eagerly as her huſ- 


band, how he happened to appear in ſuch 
a wet and dirty ſtate, at ſuch an hour. 
& You 
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N You ſhall know all,” ſaid the painter, 
if you will but firſt give me ſome dry 
clothes.“ | 
2A ves fire was now made, and Gon- 
ſalvo having changed his dreſs, and drank 
a cup of chocolate, related his adventures. 
Antonio, who thought he was inebriated, 
and Franciſca, who pretended to think the 
ſame, began to mock the poor. painter, 
and the more energetically he avowed the 
truth of his narrative, the louder were 
their taunts. 4 Were it not ſuch a ſtormy 
night,“ ſaid the old man, © I would my- 
ſelf accompany you home, and vou 
vould ſoon diſcover that all theſe mira- 
culous alterations exiſt but in your own 
intoxicated brain, Alicant wine is a be- 
witching liquor, my Gonſalvo. You ſeem | 
to have had too much of it in your head, 
good friend, and therefore naturally e- 
nough miſtook your houſe for a tavern. 
Go to bed'for a few bours, and when your 
| head is quite clear, we will try how a 
| breakfaſt taſtes at the Prince of Aſturia's 
hotel.“ | 


II 2 The 
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The old man now took a light, and 
conducted his friend to his bed-room, 
wiſhed him good night, and hoped that 
Martin Hierros and the broom-ſtaff would 
not appear to him in his dreams. He then 
returned to his wiſe, faſtened her in the 
ſack, and lay down, not without many a 
burſt of laughter at the diverting folly of 

Gonſalvo, which he ſtill uribes entirely 
to intoxication. 


Full of his adventures as was the pain- 
ter's imagination, he, nevertheleſs, was 
{carcely in bed, before he ſunk, over- 
powered by the difficulties which he had 
encountered, into a deep ſleep, and would 
probably have ſnored 'till mid-day, had 
not Antonio rouſed him at nine o'clock, 


& Riſe, and dreſs yourſelf,” cricd he. 
Have you forgotten that we are to break- 
faſt at your new tavern? Oh what a de- 
lightful entertainment we ſhall have! No 
better chocolate can be found in Chriſ- 
tendom than at Roy Hernando Taja's, 

. and 
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and his wife Blanca Majans is the niceſt 
little woman in the world. They have 
the beſt waiter under the lun too, —one 

Martin Rierros. You'll like Martin vaſtly , 
I aſſure you.” 


- The painter roſe, and was not much 
better received by his friend's wife. He, 
however, ſubmitted to all their derifion, 
maintaining that every part of his narra- 
tive was ſtrictly as he had before deſcrib- 
ed it. Antonio, who expected that theſe 
chimeras would have evaporated with the 
wine, was altoniſhed that Gonſalvo, after 
five hour's repoſe, ſhould till declare e- 
very circumſtance to be true, and deter- 
mined. to ſatisfy his curioſity by accom- 
panying his friend home immediately,— 
Franciſca, who certainly ſaw furtheſt into 
this myſtery, pretended the greateſt diſ- 
belief, and requeſted, at their de- 
parture, that they would preſent her 
reſpe &ᷓs to Signora Blanca Majans. And 
don't forget, landlord,” continued ſhe, 
as they deſcended the ſteps, © to tell 
II 3 | Martin 
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Martin Hierros that he ireated the Signor 
Eſtrangero very properly.“ 


Thereſa, on her part, was no ſooner 
convinced that Martin's eloquence and 
weapon had produced the deſired effect 
of driving the painter away, than, by the 
aſſiſtance of her brother, ſhe replaced the 
old door, took the ſign down, put every 
thing in order, and diſmiſſed the muſicians 
as well as her gueſts, who all promiſed 
the moſt inviolable ſecrecy. She then 
retired with Sarſaganilla to bed, and ſlept 
till it was broad day. | 


As ſoon as the painter, in company 
with Antonio, arrived at his houſe, and 
found the uſual door, without the ſlight- 
eſt appearance of a tavern, he was again 
obliged to undergo the raillery of his 
friend. They knocked, and Sarſaganilla 
opened che door. | 


& What !” cried ſhe, St. Honoriohelp 
us! Why, ſurely vou won't have the au- 
Cacity to | appear beſore your wife! After 
leaving 
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leaving her at twelve almoſt dead, not to 
return till ten in the morning! I thought 
ſhe would have died twenty times. Hea- 
ven defend every woman from ſuch a rake 


of a huſband ! But you 1 dave its I pro- 


miſe you. I ſay no more.” 


It will be better for you, if you do 
ſay no more,” anſwered Gonſalvo, * and 
if you open your mouth again within ſour 
and twenty hours, I advile you to have 
your will made before hand.“ 


He went up ſtairs with Antonio, but 
ſcarcely had he entered his chamber, when 
his wife ſprung out of bed, and poured 


forth ſuch a volley of reproaches, that 


we ſhould find it as difficult to recite one 


third of them, as her hearers found it to 
underſtand one half, 'The painter, who, 
from Sarſaganilla's prelude, expected ſuch 


a ſtorm, put his left hand in bis pocket, 
and leaned with his right upon Antonio's 
ſhoulder. In this erreich attitude, he 

liſtened very compoſedly to bis with, 
perceiving that any attempt to ſilence her 


would | 
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would be incffeQual. At length the cur- 
rent of her eloquence began to ebb a lit- 
tle, and the following words were dif- 
tinaly heard: 


Tell me, ſir, tell me, I ſay, in what 
infamous place you have paſſed the night. 
But no, I don't wiſh to know, for a pret- 
ty tale it would be, no doubt. Of courſe 
you were in good company, where the 
time did not paſs ſo tediouſly as with your 
poor ſick wife. Yes, fir—I know your 
ways.” 85 5 5 


The painter ſtill liſtened to her, or ra- 
ther did not liſten, for he was racking his 
brains to diſcover how his houſe could in 

| the night have been metamorphoſed into 
a tavern, without his wife, whom he left 
in it, having been at all aware of the 
change. Thereſa, however proceeded : 


© T ſhould like to know, Signor Antonio, 
what can have brought you hither with 
this abandoned man, But, no doubt he 
wanted you to intercede in his behalf, — 


If 


a ay . 
E ͤ tp ac , UU AAL ans 
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* 


II fo, I tell you at once that you are 


come in vain, for as true as I am alive, 
I will not live under the fame roof with 
him. I'll do ſomething of which the 


whole town ſhall talk. I'll go directly, 


and apply for a ſeparation, I ſhall not 


wait for the conſequences of another ſuch 


ſallad. Thank God, I have eſcaped once. 


Give me my clothes, Sarſaganilla, Not 


another hour will I live in the ſame houſe 
with ſuch a man.” 


8 Wife,“ ſaid Gonſalvo, ** it may - 


pear to you that you have reaſon to com- 


plain, but I tell you that you have none, 
and I am not diſpoſed any a to lif- 
ten to your abuſe.” 


% beſeech you, Signora,“ ſaid Anto- 
nio © compoſe yourſelf. I pledge to you 
my honour that he is not to blame. Iam 
not ſuperſtitious, but I am convinced that 


there 4 is ſomething ſupernatural in this af- 


Ves, yes,” ſaid Thereſa, ( of courſe 
1 he 
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he knows how to tell his own tale, and 
you may believe it, if you like.“ 


Antonio was, however, ſo urgent, that 
at laſt ſhe conſented to hear an account 
of the miraculous circumſtances, which 
had occurred, of which her huſband gave 
an 1 exałt deſcription. 


© What l- cried ſhe. “ Am I to be 
impoſed upon by ſuch abominable inven- 
tions as theſe.? Muſic and dancing! Yes, 
forſooth, the only muſic to be heard here, 
was the groans of a woman on her death- 
bed, as I may bye” 6.4 


« Ay,” added Sarſaganilla, et the Ig 
have been heard to the end of the ſtreet.” 


* Sarſaganilla,” ſaid the painter in a 


warning tone, 60 remember the advice I 
gave you.” 


Antonio now corroborated his friend's 
declaration by informing Thereſa that he 
had given him the very lame deſcription, 

when 
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when he admitted him half dead into his 
houſe at three o'clock in the morning. 


„ You ſce, now, Thereſa,” ſaid the 
painter, © what a night I have paſſed, 
and I declare, unaccountable as it may 
ſeem to you, the whole account is lite- 
rally true. The devil, I am ſure, is con- 
cerned in this houſe, and I am thoroughly 
reſolved without delay to leave and let 
it.“ 

„Good Heavens !” exclaimed Sarſa- 
ganilla. How could you expect any 
thing elſe in a houſe that as been haunted 
"- long 1 


6 Haunted !” cried Thereſa. Why 
did you never tell me that before?“ 


«© Becauſe I was afraid you would 
laugh at me,“ anſwered ſhe. 


t That is like moſt of your ations,” 
retorted Gonſalvo, © abſurd and ridicu- 
lous. You might have ſpared us all our 
preſent diſpute 20 * ſooner.“ 

66 « Why 


TTT! HO 


ee Soul E. Signor,” 0 Sarſa- 

| ganilla, e abuſe a houſe, in which I have 
always experienced ſo much kindneſs, 
except laſt night but that was probably 
the devil's fault; for you are not gege- 
rally ſo ill-natured. Or, why ſhou!4 T. 
ſuhje& myſelf to be called an old witch 
again, which was the name you once gave 
me, becauſe I faid that a good Chriſtian 
ought always to ſtep out of bed with the 
right foot foremoll. ” 


* 


« To be hae * rejoined Thereſa, ina 
calmer tone than before, „there can be 
no great wonder at the devil chuſing this 
houſe as a place of revelling, when I con- 
ſider its owner's way of living. You, 
Signor Antonio, know that he 1s always 
wandering from one tavern to another, 
and afterwards to houſes worſe than ta- 
verns. Where is the wonder that the de- 
vil ſhould take poſſeſſion of the houſe, 
if the maſter never troubles kis head about 
at?” 


Antonio, 


F 1 
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Antonio, who (ſetting aſide his jea- 
louſy) was a very worthy man, and whoſe 
mind (as is the caſe with moſt of his coun- 
trymen,) was tolerably tintured with ſu- 
perſtition, had ever oblerved the irregu- 
lar life of his friend with diſpleaſure, and 

; had many times talked to him on the ſub- 

ject both ſeriouſly and jocoſely. This 
therefore was a happy opportunity to 
preach the doctrine of repentance. The- 
reſa was extremely glad to find that chance 
had procured her ſuch powerſul aid ; as 
the harſh truths, which the painter was 
now obliged to hear, had far greater ef- 
feat, than if they had proceeded from a 
wife, mortified by his irregularities and 
for whom he had perhaps not much re- 
gard. 


Antonio, having now finiſhed bis ba- 
rangue, and Thereſa perceiving that her 
huſband was not a little agitated, ſhe be- 
gan to addreſs him in a way not much 

like that with which ſhe had received him. 
She affected to believe all he related, and 
| „%% „„ aſcribed 


n ann. 
aſcribed it to the interference of Heaven, 
for the purpoſe of reclaiming him. She 
beſought and conjured him to become a- 
nother man—not for her ſake, although 
her conduct towards him deſerved it,— — 
but for the ſake of himſelf, his reputation, 
and his ſoul. No wife, ſhe ſaid, could 
love a huſband more ſincerely. What 
then muſt ſhe feel, when ſhe ſaw him ſa- 
crificing bis health, his honour and his 
property in ſo thoughtleſs a way? — This 
was her preface. She proceeded with that 
ſoft perſuaſive eloquence, which makes a 
woman fo irreſiſtible, that it ſeems as if 
Heaven had endowed the otherwiſe de- 
fenceleſs ſex with it, as a ſubſtitute for all 
arms. And, by the way, it is not a little 
aſtoniſhing that moſt married ladies ſhould 
ſo ſeldom make uſe of theſe conquering 
weapons, but that what we ſhould be un- 
able to deny, if ſupported by perſuaſive 
gentleneſs, they ſhould endeavour: to 
wrench from us by violence and defiance, 
—and often endeavour in vain. Is it 
not a perverted kind of ambition, to try 
to 
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| to enforce obedience by over-bearing a 
thority rather than but let us not di- 
greſs too far. | i 


Thereſa, as we have ſaid, proceeded 
with mild convincing argument. She de- 
pied in the moſt lively colours that do- 

meſtic felicity, which ſhe had never 
known, but which Gonſalvo might ſo ea- 
ſily confer and enjoy. She contraſted the 
conſequences of a diffipated life and re- 
ſpectable conduct ſo forcibly, that he 1 
was quite overpowered. She now had re. if 
cource to the molt tender endearments | 
and to tears not to tears of powerleſs 
fury, fruſtrated defiance, and unheeded * 
obſtinacy, but thoſe irreſiſtible tears of „ 
ſorrowful compaſhon, which are the cer= | | 
tain marks of an exalted mind. With 
theſe, which really proceeded from her 
heart, ſhe conjured him no longer to op- 
poſe the opportunity of ſecuring his own 


2 


temporal and eternal happineſs; for her 
happineſs was alſo gone for ever, if, by 
proceeding as hitherto, he drove her to 

 - 12 | * 
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| eried Goulalyo, and raiſed her from the 
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deſpair, * Your's will be the blame, and 


you muſt anſwer for it,” added the ami- 
able woman, and claſped his knees. 
& Gonlalvo, dear, dear Gonſalvo, re- 
ſolve to be happy, reſolve to make. a 
wife happy, who wants willingly lay 


down ber life for you.” 


In this laſt ſcene we ſee Thereſa in her 
real form. She loved her huſband fin- 


cerely and ardently. Her heart had bled. 
while ſhe was engaged in the frolic, and 
ſhe would not perhaps (great as was her 
deſire to poſſeſs the ring,) have executed 
it, had ſhe not at the ſame time aimed at 
his reformation. This, ſhe knew, could 
never be effected, by remonſtrances— 
ſhe, therefore, determined to make a 

forcible appeal to his conſcience. 


Thereſa had ſpoken from her heart, and 
tremblingly awaited the reſult of her plan, 


for this was the deciſive moment. 


be Take my life, Thereſa,” —— 


earth. 


A SPANISH STORY.» 89 


earth.“ Lovely noble creature, how lit- 
tle have I known thee ! Who could refiſt 
that ſweet eloquence and thoſe tears?“ 


le preſſed her to his heart, kiſſed 
the tears from her cheeks (which now 
flowed for joy) begged her forgiveneſs, 
and promiſed in future to live for her a- 
lone. 


& God and St. Honofrio grant it,” cried 
Sarſaganilla, “St. Peter, and all the ſaints 
of Heaven!” 


« Amen,” ſaid Antonio, who aſcribed 
to his ſolemn diſcourſe not a ſmall ſhare 
of credit in effecting the reformation,— 
The painter requeſted him to fetch his 
wife to celebrate it, and the day was 
ſpent in feſtivity. On the part of The- 
reſa, it was far pleaſanter than the day 
of her marriage, and ſhe doubted not 
but that the Marquis de Caſtrmonte would 
adjudge to her the prize. Gonſalvo, of 
whom we here take leave, became in re- 
ality a regular, virtuous, affe ctionate huſ- 

1 8 | banc, 
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; band. 1 3 to his * all the 
time, which he could ſpare from his em- 
ploy ments as an artiſt. 


And now, welcome, thou careful keeper 
and unwearied centinel of the beautiful 
Franciſca, vigilant Antonio Cerro, in- 
ventor of the famous ſack !—Or rather, 

welcome, thou, with all thy inventive 
faculties, lovely, ſmiling, ſweet Fra nciſca 
Ortez, who could't boldly undertake 
to heal a Jealous heart, to free thyſelf 
from the ignominious ſack, and to make 
| thyſelf worthy of the diamand-ring. 


Franciſca had a brother called Philip. 
This worthy, pious, ſenſible, and exem- 
plary man was a Franciſcan friar, and an 
honour to his order. He had hitherto 
lived in a remote cloiſter, and was but 
lately come to Madrid, in order to be the 
Superior there. Before his arrival, Fran- 
eiſca had, by means of Leonora, always 
correſponded with him, and ſince he had 
been at Madrid, had twice ſeen him pri- 


vately. 
Antonio 
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Antonio hated his brother-in-law, as well 
as the whole order to which he belonged. 


His hatred towards the former had its 
origin as follows. Father Philip, when 
conſulted by letter, ftrenuouſly oppoſed 
the marriage of his ſiſter to Antonio, on 
| the ſcore of the great diſparity in. their 
ages, In his opinion (to which we very 
readily ſubſcribe) a marriage, which, was 
to be produQtive of happineſs, bore this 
reſemblance to a play, that as three putics_ 
were neceſſary to the one, ſo were three 
ſimilarities to the other, viz : ſimilarity of 
age, ſentiments, and fortune. Of theſe 
three the ſimilarity of age was certainly 
the moſt eſſential. If that were wanting, 
although the other two were not, diſſa- 
tisfaction and numberleſs bad conſequen- 
ces would, neverthel&fs, enſue. It was, 
therefore, an unpardonable weakneſs, if 
not a folly, in an old man to marry a 
young girl, and a. ſtill greater if not a 
ſcandalous weakneſs in a woman to mar- 
ry a beardleſs boy, when old enough to 
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be his grandmother. ——This letter, ad- 
dreſſed by Philip to his parents, (on whom 
it had no great effect) fell into Antonio's 
hands ſome time after his marriage, and 
was the firſt foundation of his n | 


towards the reverend friar. 


The conſequences of this marriage hav- 
ing proved as he had foretold, and Fran- 
ciſca, after the death of her parents, hav- 
ing complained to her brother of the 
grievances, which even then ſhe was ob- 


liged to endure, (yet, at that time, the 
ſack was not invented) Father Philip took 


the liberty of writing a letter to Antonio, 


in which he ſtrenuouſly explained the in- 


juſtice of his conduct, and exhorted him 


to baniſh his jealous ſuſpicions. By this 


letter Antonio thought himſelf doubly in- 
fulted, and ſolemnly prohibited all inter- 
courſe between his wife and her brother, 


She, however continued her corre ſpond- 
ence with him, by the aſſiſtance of her 


friend, as we have already obſerved. 


Antonio 
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Antonio hated the Franciſcan order al- 
together, becauſe, in his youth his father 
wanted to force him into it, at the inſtance 
of an old couſin, who belonged to it. 
He was obliged to enter on his novitiate 
in-a cloiſter at Toledo, his native place, 
and muſt infallibly have accommodated 
himſelf to the dreadful vow, had not his 
father died during the probationary year. 
He had thereby acquired ſuch an anti- 

pathy againſt the ſons of St. Francis, that, 
as ſoon as he was out of the cloiſter, he 
took a folemn oath never, as long as he 
lived, to ſet foot again in a Franciſcan 
church or cloiſter, and never to ſuffer 
one of the order with his knowledge and 
conſent, to enter his houſe. 


Father Philip had not been at Madrid 
during ſixteen years, His brother-in-law 
had never ſeen him, and was ignorant 
that he now reſided in the city, for in his 

preſence, his wife durſt not mention ei- 
tber her brother or the Franciſcan order. 
This ignorance was of uſe to our heroine, 
| N | She 
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She found an opportunity of ſeeing her 
brother, ſtated all the hardſhips impoſed 
upon her by her jealous huſband, and 
took care not to omit the ſack. The fa- 
ther Superior tenderly loved his fiſter, 
whom he had not ſeen ſince her ſixth or 
ſeventh year. Her complaints pierced to 
his ſoul. He exerted all his eloquence in 
recommendation of patience, but eight 
years of torture -had exhauſted it. She 
declared that ſhe found it impoſſible any 
longer to live with ſuch a tyrant,—that 
the knew. only one plan, whereby he 
could be reclaimed, but that without the 
Superior's aſſiſtance it could not be exe- 
cuted, and was attended with many diffi- 
culties. Antonio, ſhe added, did not de- 
ſerve that ſo worthy a brother ſhould at 
all concern himſelf in his welfare, and 
her final reſolution, therefore, was to re- 
leaſe herſelf by her own hand. — 


By this artful maneuvre Franciſca 
_ warded the argument, which the holy fri- 
ar was about to advance on the ſacred 
nuptial 
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nuptial vow, for he now began to arm 
her conſcience againſt that moſt impious 
of crimes—ſuicide, beſought her to un- 
fold her project, and offered his utmoſt 
aid. She ſuffered him to petition for 
ſome time before ſhe diſcloſed it, and 
he inſtantly perceived that it was attended 
with many difficulties, which, however, 
were. at length overpoiſed by the lament- 
able ſituation of his only much-loved 
ſiſter, and the fear leſt ſhe ſhould exe- 
cute her dreadful deſigns upon her own 
exiſtence.— They, therefore, diſcuſſed 
the ſubject, and he took leave of her 
with the promiſe that he would, on the 
fame day, conſult his brethren on the oc- 
| caſion, without whoſe conſent and aſſiſt- 
ance he could do nothing. 


He kept his word, and, immediately 
on bis return to the cloiſter, convened 
the chapter. He was a learned, gentle, 
kind, obliging man, and of courſe much 
beloved by the monks. His propoſal, 
therefore, met with litile or no reſiſtance. 

| The 
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The elder and more pious monks were 
appeaſed by the proſpect of converting 
an old ſinner, while the younger and leſs 
ſerious enjoyed, by anticipation, the frolic 
which awaited them. All offered their 
aſſiſtance, and endeavonred in ſome de- 
gree to remove the ſcruple, which the 
father Superior himſelf could not ſuppreſs. 
He gave immediate information of their 
conſent to his ſiſter, and, at the ſame time, 
ſent her a doſe of ſtrong narcotic powder. 


Franciſca was overjoyed. She failed 
not at the appointed hour to mix the pow- 
der in Antonio's. wine, and prevailed cn 
him by a thouſand little friendly acts to 
take a few more glaſſes than uſual. The 

drugs took effect, be fore ſhe roſe to lea ve 
table. Antonio yawned once or twice, 
muttered a few unintelligible words, and 
fell ſo faſt aſleep that he might have been 
ſuppoſed to be dead. She undreſſed him 
with the aſſiſtance of her maid, and, hav- 
ing put bim to bed, ſent an account of e- 
very *. to her brother, He immedi- 

ately 
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ately came with another friar and ſeveral 


lay-brethren, cut off Antonio's hair in 


imitation of a monk's tonſure, and 
clothed him in a Franciſcan habit. As 
| ſoon as his wife beheld him, ſhe could 
not refrain from laughing, but the Fa- 


ther Superior adviſed her rather to pray 


that ſo good a beginning might be 
_ crowned with ſucceſs. He, then, wiſhed 
her a good night, and having placed the 
newly initiated Franciſcan in the carriage 
which had brought him, he returned to 
the cloiſter. 


As ſoon as they arrived, poor Antonio 


was undreſſed, and laid in the bed pre- 
pared for him. His friar's dreſs was 


placed near him ona chair ; the door. 
was ſhut, and he was left to his repoſe, 
for the effects of the powder were to con- 
tinue two hours longer.—At the uſual 
time, the bell rung for matins, and was fol- 


lowed 
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| lowed * the Matraca.“ Tbe horrible 
ſound rouſed Antonio. 


& Oh! What was that ?—Franciſca! 


Franciſca !—Do you hear ?—What was 
that God have mercy on us! I believe 


the roof of the houſe is falling in.“ 


He fancied himſelf in . own bed and 


at the ſide of his wife, but, receiving no 


anſwer, began to grope around him. 
He found no Franciſca, and the demon 
of jealouſy inſtantly took poſſeſſion of his 
imagination. He fancied his wife faithleſs 
—he ſaw her in the arms of a lover—he 
believed that the roof had given way, 
while he was attempting to make a paſſage 


through it—in ſhort, he believed any _ 
thing. 
through his brain, that they drove him 


Theſe ideas ruſhed ſo rapidly 


almoſt mad. 
6 White 


* The MATRACA is made of four thin boards. Within 
them are faſtened various pieces of ſteel, on which ſevera! 
hammers fall. This inſtrument makes a dreadful noiſe, and 


is uſed in the cloiſters to awake thoſe, who may not have 
heard the bell, 
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& Where art thou, ſlut?” cried he, and 
ſprung out of bed. Where art thou, 
adulterous wretch?“ TD 


He ran towards the door, but found 
where he expected to find it, nothing but 
a bare wall, becauſe it was here not in 
the ſame part of the room as at his houſe. 
He curſed, and ſtormed, and called to 
the maid. He ordered her to bring his 
ſword—he groped in ſearch of the door, 
but as he once more wandered to a wrong 
quarter, he again found the bed, and now 
for the firſt time diſcovered that he cer- 
tainly was not in his own room, for the 
bed was not at all like his. While he was 
ſtretching his arms before him, he felt the 
chair with the clothes upon it. Here his 
touch at once diſcovered a difference. 


* Where am I ?” cried he, © and who, 
in the devil's name, has brought me hither?” 


„ continued his purſuit, ſliding his 
fingers along the wall, till he at length 
found the door. He opened it, went out, 


and 
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and perceived he was in a long wide gal- 
lery, on each ſide of which was a row of 
doors, diſtinguiſhable by a glimmering 
lamp ſuſpended at the centre of it, —He 
attempted to open ſome of the doors, but 
they were all locked. He attempted to 
take the lamp in order to examine the 
chamber, from which he was come, but 
it was faſtened to the roof by a chain. 


&« Merciful Heavens l“ exclaimed he. 
& Where am I ? It looks like an hoſ- 
pital. One door cloſe to another, and all 
1ckee ! On Mercy on me i It mutt be 
the hoſpital de Locos.* But how came I 
here ?—That God knows.—lI am not, to 
my knowledge, either a fool or mad, un- 
leſs I have loſt my ſenſes fince yeſterday, 
for I remember very diſtinaly that I — 
 — yes, I certainly eat my ſupper in my 
perfe& ſenſes—but 1 don't recollen to 
have gone to bed.“ 


He found it was cold, and returned to 
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his cell, in order to ſearch for the clothes, 
which he had before found. He took 
them to the lamp, but what was his hor- 
ror, when he diſcovered them to be a com- 
plete Franciſcan habit! 1 


6 Jeſus Maria! e cried he, „ What dons 
this mean? What has happened to me?“ 


His whole . ſhivered, 4 his teeth 
chattered. He nevertheleſs exclaimed : 


cc Ne” II not put on theſe * 
if I be frozen to death,” 


He replaced con where he had found 
them, and was loſt in ſurmiſes as to his 
ſituation. 

* No doubt,” ſaid he, © the devil is 
playing me a trick like poor Gonſalvo, 
who miſtook his houſe for a tavern. Who 
knows but I may be in my, own houſe 
without being aware of it? Vet am not a 
drunkard, Iam not a gameſter as he was, 
and I have 5 been faithful to my 


wife,” 5 
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He ranſacked his memory to diſcover 
by what fin he had deſerved to be thus ex- 


' poſed to the machinations of the devil, but 
could diſcover no cauſe for it whatever, 


unleſs he had treated his wife rather too 
harſhly. 


«Tt muſt be that,” ſaid he. bt My ſuſpi- 


cions and jealouſy have led me too far, 


for which I am, either like Gonſalvo, 
blinded by Satan, or even conveyed as a 
lunatic to the hoſpital de Locos.” 


While he was thus engaged i in ſolilo- 


quies, the lay-brother, whoſe office it was 
to bring the lamps for the friars in a morn- 


ing, entered the cell. 


& Mercy on us, father Geronimo !“ 
cried he. Who could have expected 
to ſee you, this cold morning, as naked 
as you were born?—Pray put on your 
clothes, father Geronime, for it is time 
to attend matins.“ | 


To whom are you talking, friend 2” 


replied Antonio. Who] is your father 


Geronimo, 
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Geronimo, and what do you mean by 
your matins ?—If you be a lunatic, (as I 
probably was, when I was brought hither) 
and chuſe to fancy every body a friar, let 
me tell you that God has reftored to me 
my ſenſes, and that I am not pleaſed with 
your jokes. Tell me, in return, where 
I can find the ſuperintendant of this hoſ- 
pital, and then 80 about your bulineſs.” 


Lou are in a mighty N bumour 

this morning, father Geronimo,“ an— 
ſwered the lay-brother. * Your Rever- 
ence will catch a pretty cold, unleſs you 
think proper to dreſs yourſelf, Beſides, 
matins muſt be almoſt begun, and you 
know our father Superior is apt to de ri- 
gorous on theſe occaſions.” 


60 Dreſs myſelf ! 5 rejoined Antonio.— 
& If you mean me to do chat, friend, vring 
me my clothes and wig.” 


6 Your 8 lie there on the chair, 
as far as I can ſee,” ſaid the lay-brother, 
e but how long it has been the cuſtom for 


Franciſcan 
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Franciſcan friars to wear wigs, you beſt 
know. Methinks your Reverence might 
chuſe a more proper time for jeſting.“ 


The lay-brother now went, and left a 
lamp upon the table. Antonio was in' a 
ſtate of mind, which baffles deſcription. 
He examined his abode, and found it to 
be a cell with a little furniture, as is uſual 
in a cloiſter. On the table was a death's 
head, with two or three books. 7” 


Heaven RE mercy on me!” repeated 
he ſeveral times. How can I be a 
monk ?—If I am alleys. oh that I could 


but wake |'— 


The cold was very intenſe, but he, ne- 
vertheleſs, abided by his firm determina- 
tion not to put on the habit of an order, 
which he ſo heartily deteſted. He took 
the coverlet from the bed, wrapped it 
round his body, and ſeated himſelf at the 
table, on which he propped his elbow, 
and relted his head * his hand. 


cc Jeſ us. 
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te Jeſus Maria have mercy on me!“ 
cried he, tranſported by freſh alarm. He 
felt once more at his ſhaven crown. He 
was now nearly inſane, He ſighed—— 
laughed —wrung his hands wept. 
He was diſturbed in theſe employments by 


the entrance of a friar, who thus addreſſed 
him. 


« What are you about, father Geroni- 
mo? You ought to be in the choir, and 
are fitting here, The father Maeftro de Coro 
has ſent me to enquire why you do not 
appear at matins, when you know that you 
are Semanero.”* 


The devil take you, and your choir, 

and your Maeftro de Coro,” cried the en- 
raged old man. My name is Antonio 
Cerro, father Franciſcan, or father Bel- 
zebub, —for both are alike.“ 


Pretty diſcourſe this, father . : 


mo,“ interrupted the friar, “ You pro- 
bably do not wiſh me to repeat it to the 


father Maeſtro ?7 „ a 


The friar is called SEMANFRO, whoſe weekly lot 
u is to ſing, and execute other little offices at maſs, 
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& As you like,” retorted Antonio.— 
But a word before you go, father, if you 
really be one, or fool, as appears to me 
more probable, if we are (as I do not 
doubt) in the hoſpital de Locos. Tell me 
how I was brought hither, and why. 
Tell me by what right I am deprived of 
houſe, wife, clothes, and wig.” 


„ Gracious Heavens!“ exclaimed the 
frias, claſping his hands together.“ Father 
Geronimo, is this the diſcourſe of a ra- 
tional being 2 


6 Once for all,” roared Amonlo; ſpring- 
ing from his ſeat, and caſting away the 
coverlet, * once for all I would not ad- 

viſe you to befather me, unleſs you be diſ- 
poſed to abide by the conlequences.” 


„ File! Fie!” returned the friar.— 
& You ſeem to have made too free with 
the wine in the refectory yeſterday, and 
its effects are not yet evaporated. Come, 
come, father Geronimo. Dreſs yourſelf, 
erif (as I may. judge from your preſent 

appearance) 


A ene, STORY. „ 


appearance) you ate unable to > do i it with. 
out help, I will readily aſſiſt you.“ 


"With theſe words he took the habit of 
the order, and threw it ſuddenly over him. 
Antonio, (who would as ſoon have touch- 
ed a toad as a Franciſcan dreſs, ſo inve- 
terate was his hatred of the order) bellowed 
as if he had been ſpitted, and made every 
poſſible reſiſtance with his hands and feet, 
He called on all the ſaints male and fe- 
male whom he knew, and probably in his 
great diſtreſs, on nearly a hundred more 
than were ever mentioned in a calendar, 
or canonized by the Pope, He alſo in- 
dulged the officious friar with a few hearty 
thwacks on the ribs, and at laſt compelled 
| him to abandon his prey, and retire with 
a face, in which blue and red were ſtri- 
kingly intermixed, „ 


As ſoon as Antonio found himſelf re- 
leaſed from the devil, or lunatic, (for one 
or the other he conceived the friar cer- 
tainly was) he ruſhed from the room, and 


ran 
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ran without looking round him. But this 
was (as the old adage ſays) leaping from 
the frying pan into the fire, for he was 
met by the father Superior, and other 
friars, bearing wax tapers in their hands. 


4% What means this condut᷑t p” nd the 
father Superior, with the moſt rigid coun- 


tenance, which his amiable diſpoſition 


would allow him to aſſume, * Hitherto, 
peace and good order have prevailed in 
my houſe, and muſt you be the firſt to 
break it? What! Dare you attack a 
monk, ſent by the Maeſtro de Coro and my- 
ſelf, to remind you of your duty? Dare 
you lay hands upon a conſecrated perſon, 
a Padre preſentado,* an upright man, who 
edifies us all by his good example? Do 
you conſider that you have committed 
ſacrilege, and drawn upon you the horrors 
of excommunication ?— But we will 
ſee whether we cannot teach you what 
it is to remain from church on a holy- 
| day, 


* A PRESENTADO is a friar, who is a graduate oe 
an univerſity, and recommended by his ſuperiors, 
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day, to negle& your duty, and to aſſault 
a conſecrated father. A couple of Miſe- 
rere meis will probably bring you to your 
ſenſes,. Prepare, father Geronimo. Quick! 
Make rom: {olf ready.“ . 


Who is to make pichlelk ready ?” 
cried Antonio, foaming with fury. © Do 
you ſuppoſe, curſed ſpirits as you are, 
that you have dominion over me? 
Avaust 1* | 


The father Superior, however, was 
not ſo eaſily deterred from his purpoſe. 
He gave a ſignal to two lay- brethren, 
and in a moment was poor Antonio's back 
expbſed. Two others now approached 
with ſcourges in their hands, and began 


to flog him fo unmercifully, that the 
blood ran Gown his back. 


«© Mercy!” cried he. « For Heaven's 
ſake, mercy ! What have I done that you 
ſhould treat me thus? If you be men, 
have compaſſion on a fellow. creature, 
who never injured any one. If you be 

IL. i 
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really friars, be ſatisfied with the diſcipline 
which I have already undergone, without, 
to my knowledge, deſerving it. If you 
be demons, (as I believe) be kind enough 
to tell me for what fin God has delivered 
me into your hands, My conſcience is 
pure, and I cannot accuſe myſelf of any 


crime, unleſs I have treated my wife more 
harſhly than ſhe deſerved.” 


« Your wiſe!” retorted the Father Su- 
perior. „ Your wife, father Geronimo ! 
You are not tired of theſe abſurdities, 
then? Well! Let us Jos whether you or I 
ſhall be firſt weary.” 


He gave a ſignal, and the two lay- 
brethren renewed their exerciſe. 


% I am already,” | cried Antonio—< I 
am weary already, my dear Father. 


Mercy! Mercy! Money, good dear fa- 
ther !” | 


« Will you then be more rational i in 
future, father Geronimo ?” demanded the 
ber. Do you promiſe to amend ?” 
| "08 Good 
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Good Heavens! Ves, I vill amend 
although I don't know in what parti- 
_ cular I ought to do ſo,” 


„What !” cried Philip, = I muſt own, 
facher Geronimo, you have a peculiar 
mode of acknowledging your faults. 
We mult, however, try whether you can- 
not be brought to confeſhon,” 


The diſcipline was now renewed, and 
in ſuch a way, that in a few minutes poor 
Antonio had ſcarcely a whole ſpot on his 
back. It was impoſſible any longer to 
endure ſuch torture. He collected all 
his ſtrength, tore himſelf from the hands 
of the lay-brethren who held him, threw 
himſelf at the feet of the Superior, and 
cried : : | | | 


I] confeſs, reverend father, I confeſs 
that I am the moſt wicked wretch on 
earth, I will amend, I will, indeed.— 
Have compaſſion on me, I beſeech you,” 


« Will you, then, be rational, father | 
Geronimo ?“ demanded the Superior. 


La « Oh 
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% Oh Heavens! Yes,” replied Antonio. 


ce Do you know, Tikes Gervaima, 


that a peccatum veniale committed by one of 
the eſtabliſhed order is far more ſcanda- 


lous than a deadly fin in a ſecular * 


&« I know it, holy father,” anſeered 
Antonio. | Di 


* Do you know,” Noce t the Supe- 
rior, © that you a are one of the eſtabliſhed | 
order gu” T7 Fes 5A 


& I!” cried Antonio. at Yes, reverend i 
father, I am—although very m_—_— of 
the honour.” | 


BY... And by what rule th 
« Oh ! By any moſt agreeable to ny f 


Reverence.” 


ce Tell me, father Geronimo. Win 
you, in future, be humble, and attentive 
to the duties of your ſtation * 


L vill! Twill! * 


«Riſe 
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e Riſe then, father Geronimo,” con- 
cluded the Superior. “ Go, and kiſs the 
ſeet of the father Preſentado, againſt whom 
you have ſo ren lin ned.“ 


Antonie obeyed with tears, not ſo much 
occaſioned by repentance as his ſmarting 


back. The Superior then commanded 


him to kiſs the hands of the lay-brethren, 
who had been at ſo much trouble on his 
account, and he obeyed. Some of the 
younger friars were now almoſt unable any 
longer to reſrain from laughing, but were 
checked by the Superior, whoſe real good- 
neſs of heart would never have allowed 
him to treat his brother-in-law in this way, | 
had he not thereby hoped to allevigte the 
cruelty exerciſed towards his fiſteft, He 
turned to the aſſembly, and cried in an 
angry tone: 3 ä 


* At what are you laughing, fathers ? 
Methinks, it would be more becoming, 
if you were to weep, when you ſee the 
anderBanding of the beſt and moſt pious 
"ha 3 | man 


- THE RING. 


man in our whole houſe thus diſordered; 
a man, who, during a refidence of 
twenty years, has never before given cauſe 
for complaint. Shame on you!“ 


„% Twenty years!” thought ano. 3 
& Twenty years! Why, I could ſwear 1 
was laſt night at my own houſe. But it 
muſt be true, for what reaſon can theſe 
reverend men have for alerting a falſe- 


: hood of ſuch a nature - 


& Put on your clothes father Geroni- 
mo,” faid the Superior, “and come with 
us 10 the choir.“ 


The poor wretch obeyed, but as he 
was not ſkilful in his management of the 
Franciſcan dreſs, Father Philip gave a 
ſignal to a brother who aſſiſted him. 


When they had reached the choir, te - 
Superior thus addreſſed him: 5 5 


What now, Saber 8 ? Have - 
you fotgotten that you are —_—i i 


He then ordered him to 1 the 
antiphona. 
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antiphona. Antonio, who knew as much 
of muſic as a crow knows of Sunday, was 
in great diſtreſs. His ſmarting back warned 
him not to make any objection, yet, if he 
obeyed, it was moſt probable that his 
ignorance would procure him a repetition 
of the ceremony ſo lately performed. A 
menacing look from the Superior ſoon 
decided the matter, and he began to howl 
in ſo diſcordant a way, that ſeveral friars 
were nearly choked by laughter, and the 
Superior, almoſt unable any longer to 
keep his countenance, interrupted him. 


4 : | $ 2 
66 What do you mean, father Geroni- 


mo?” cried he, * Is this the reformation. 

ſo lately promiſed ? Inſtantly fing with 
propriety, or you ſhall learn, to your 

ſorrow, that I your Superior am not to be 
trifled with.“ 


&« For Heaven's ſake,” ſaid Antonio, 
with folded hands, © is it my fault that 
Heaven has not given me a better. voice? 
1 ſing as well as I can, but God Knows that | 
* am * of a lingle note.“ 


66T his 
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This is too bad,” cried the enraged 
Superior, and ordered the poor choriſter 
into cloſe confinement, where for a week 
he was regaled with bread and water, and 
twice a day indulged with the diſcipline. 
He had now ſufficient time and leiſure to 
refl-& upon his ſituation, but all his re- 
flettions were incffeQual. He could 
form no concluſion but that this puniſh- 
ment was inflicted upon him by Heaven 
for ſome dreadful crime. This crime, he 
was convinced, muſt be his jealouſy, for, 
in other reſpetts, he was certain that he 
fulfilled every * ordained by che | 
: church. nt 


«© Oh my dear wife !” exclaimed he, 
% have ſinned againſt thee, and ſuffer 
for it; but if ever I be releaſed from my 
preſent confinement, I here ſolemnly 
ſwear that I never will again ranch, or 
miſuſe PSS: 


Had the fool been quiet, after ſaying 
thus much, he would, withodt doubt, 
have 
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have been very ſoon! teleaſed from bis 
priſon, but unluekihy he added. “ Yes. 
I vow that if Heaven vill again reſtore 
thee to me, I will never loſe fight of thee 
never move an inch from 7 ſide.“ 


We muſt here inform the reader, that a 
perſon was always ſtationed at a hole in 


the wall, to obſerve every movement of 


the conſtrained penitent, and report 


every word, which eſcaped him, to the 
father Superior. For this good man, who 
had no other intention than to cure him 
of his groundleſs jealouſy, would not let 
him ſuffer too much, but was heartily in- 
elined, upon the firſt: appearance of re- 
formation, to mitigate bis puniſn ment. 
From the priſoner's declarations juſt men. 
tioned, Father Philip wiſely perceived 
that his brother-in-law's effe ctual reforma- 
tion was ſtill remote, and that, in fact, he 
did not think jealouſy itſelf wrong,” but 
merely the exceſs to which he had carried 
it. This ſpecies of confeſſion, although 
ſomewhat i in * favour, was by no means 

a 
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"a ſecurity againſt a relapſe... Poor Anto- 


nio's complaint was to be radically cured, | 
and he muſt have further opportunities of 
deviating. from propriety, in order to 
juſtify ſeverer diſcipline, 


20 The week of his penance was now ex- . 
pired. The father Superior ſummoned 


him, and repeated the interrogatories, — 
whether he confeſſed his faults, repented, 


and would amend—to all which he au- 


en in the * 

41 boge,”. "aid = os, © you 
will fulk} your promiſe, father Geronimo, 
and, as your, friend, I adviſe. you ſo to 
do. Hitherto I have only given youa 
little parental; chaſtiſement, and from my 
heart I wiſh that you may profit by it.— 


You know how much I have always been 


attached to you, and 5 how. often I have 
given you a preference to all the other 


fathbers in my houſe. Endeavour to re- 


gain chis favourable opinion, and to ob- 
literate by good examples the bad imprel- 


A SPANISH” STORY. 1 


ſion, which your late conduct has made 
on me, and all our brethren. Be again 


what you have been during twenty years, 
and I ſhall again be pleaſed. But, if you 


compel me to att as your Superior, be 
aſſured you ſhall have time and opportu- 

nity enough to repent, Mark my words, 
father Geronimo.” ho 


Antonio litened" in (be attitüde of a 
miſerable ſinner, with downcaſt eyes, and 
hands folded acrofs his breaſt, not daring 
to return a fingle word. The Superior 
now commanded him, as it was Saturday, 
to accompany the father, who was going 
to collect alms for the cloiſter. Antonio 
obeyed, patiently threw the ſack over his 
ſhoulders, and went with the other father 
a la buſca, or in plain Engliſh, to beg. 


e Condutt yourſelf with propriety,” 
called the Superior after him, “ and let 
me have no freſh cauſe of complaint.” 


It was not very probable that any ane 
could recolle@ him, for excluſive of the 


Franciſcan 
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Franciſcan habit, in which, no-one would 
expet̃t to diſcover old Antonio Cerro, his 
appearance was much altered ſince his 
initiation. At that time he was corpulent, 
and bad a. full round face, whereas now 
he was thin as a lath, hollow-eyed as a 
draychorſe, pale as a tailor's apprentice, 
and ſharp-noſed as a greyhound. 


His companion conducted him through 
various ſtreets, and at length reached the 
houſe of the painter. It was known chat 
he was from home, and Thereſa, as well 
as Sarſaganilla, had. been 1:20 in- 
ſtructed. | | «1 9 


The unfortunate Abate . to weep 
as ſoon as he ſaw his friend's wife. 


ce « Alas madam,” cid he, „ the evil 
| ſpirit is more ſevere againſt me than your 
Gonſalvo. Could you have believed that 
you would ever ſee me in this fituation, 
| and in this dreſs E 5 


4. * ſee nothing unuſual i in you, father 
Geronimo," 
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Geronimo,” replied Thereſa, e You ap- 
pear to me juſt as your Reverence ap- 


peared laſt Saturday, and whenever 4 


have ſeen you at my houſe,” 


8 Reber Geronimo,” whiſpered. his 


companion, * have you again forgotten 


yourſelf? Will you again incenſe our 
reverend Father Superior? Heaven have 
mercy on your back!“ 


Lightning could not have a more imme- 


diate effect upon the poor fool, ys the 


idea of N 


* 


4 Merciful W 6 « ſighed. * to 


himſelf. „ What a wretch am I! What 
can this mean? Thereſa too calls me Ge- 


ronimo, and Reverence, There may per- 


haps be a father Geronimo, and the devil, 
not content with baving made me a monk, 


and a Franciſcan into the bargain, may 
have given me his perſon, and thus are 


the fathers deceived, as well as Thereſa. 


Who knows but this father Geronimo 
DN have en my perſon, and be 


ui „„ acting 
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aQing the part of Antonio wich my wiſe? 
Oh that this enchantment were at an 
end!” | 


Such were bis eb and none more 
tormenting could have entered his mind. 


He, nevertheleſs, uttered not a ſyllable, 


fearful leſt his companion Father Vicente 
Rico might report it to the Superior. 


Thereſa could not but in her heart pity 


| poor Antonio, ſo wretched was his whole 
appearance. She felt grateful for his great 


aſſiſtance in promoting her huſband's re- 
formation, and invited him and father 


. Vicente to takea cup of chocolate. Father 
Vicente heſitated, but ſhe was too preſſing 
to be refuſed. A bottle of ſack with biſ- 


cuits concluded the breakfaſt, and MO 


did n ſo much ares a meal. 


They now a e Fay OR dees 


| to and fro, arrived at the ſtreet, where 
father Geronimo had lived, while he was 


Antonio Cerro. His heart felt the reviv- 
mM | ing 
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ing influence of the breakfaſt and wine, 


and no ſooner did he behold his houſe, 
then he ſhot into it ke an arrow. He 


found his wife in her room, threw his 


arms round her neck, and almoſt ſuffocated 
her with kiſſes.—She, however, ſhrieked 
with all her might, and endeavoured. to 
releale herſelf. 


= Tis I” cried he, «Tam Antonio.— 
Look at me. | Don's a, alt ll wal 
band ?“ 


The more be addreſſed her, the louder 


were ber cries, and father Vicente, with 


ſeveral other people © came ner to her 


| aſſiſtance. 


We ought, ſome time ſince, to have told 


our readers, that the Superiar had ap- 
pointed ſeveral perſons, (ſome well and 
others ill dreſſed, that they might look 
more like perſons paſſing by chance) to 


follow Antonio and his condudtor at a 


diſtance, and to be ready in cafe their 
aſſiſtance ſhould be wanted, As ſoon as 
M 3 they 
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f : ** — . . ( ˙ÄAEPE , ME... amor oat, Aww eff does 
; i 4 


220  " FRE RING. «+ 


they entered the room,F ranciſca called to 
them : © For Heaven's fake, gentlemen, 
reſcue me from the hands of this monſter, 
| who wants to commit violence upon me in 
my own houſe.” 


His companion and the aſſiſtants tore 
her from his arms, and ſecured him. 


i Are you devils?” cried he. Villains, 
unbhand me! She is my wife, you ſcoun- 
drels! J am maſter of my own houſe, and 
ſhe is my wife, I tel] you.” 


*& Have you quite loſt your reaſon, 
father Geronimo ” ſaid Vicente. I 
don't envy you the diſcipline; - which 
awaits you at the CO. 8 5 


» 


The devil take you, Weed Antonio, 4 
„ and your diſcipline and your infernal 
cloiſter ! I am in my own RouTe, and no 
one ſhall turn me out of i it,” x 


c Pardon this circartiance, Signora, 
ſaid Vicente. This good father's intel- 
— tetts 
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letis have been ſome time diſordered, 


and he is apt to fancy every houſe his 


own, and every woman his wife. I am 
ſorry he has ſo much alarmed you, but 


he is really to be pitied, for 'till of late, 
he has always been an exemplary man 
fince I have known him. He has been 
an honour to our order above twenty 
years.” | 

„„ 'Tis falſe, you old villain !“ cried 
Antonio, * I am not mad, and never 
was a monk 'till within a few days, when 


God for my fins delivered me into the 


hands of the devil. Iam married, and 
| there ſtands my wife.” 


 & You ought not to let. "Cab a man 


come out,” ſaid F ranciſca, : The alarm 
has almoſt killed me.” 85 


„ Why, Signora, returued . uber, 
“ we ſhould not, bad he not appeared 


quite rational this morning. He has, in- 


- deed, been tolerably compoſed till we 


— this ſtreet. where 4 . 


ſuddenly attacked him. 141112 df U oty 


My Antonio, ; 
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Antonio, meanwhile, continued to be 
violent and obſtinate, but father Vicente 
begged one of the by-ſtanders to procure 
a coach, which, between ourſelves, was 
already waiting. To this he was forcibly 
carried. Two of the aſſiſtants politely 
made an offer of their ſervices to Father 
Vicente, and he was thus recondutted to 
the cloiſter. On his arrival, the chapter 
Was immediately convened, and he was 
condemned to undergo double diſcipline 
and ſevere impriſonment, with no food 
and drink but bread and water, 'till he e- 
vinced unqueſtionable proofs of amend- 
ment. Some lay-brethren were ſummoned, 
who ſtripped him, and began their office, 
| while at every third or fourth laſh, the 
* demanded: * Logs are you ” 
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e Antopio Cerro,” cried he, „“ if you 
beat me to a e 7} 


Whether hixi back had by a ere prac- 
tice become more accuſtomed to the diſci- 
pline, or whether he 1 to overpower 

| | | _ bis 
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his tormentors by reſolution, we cannot 


ſay. He, however, bore twenty laſhes, 
before he altered his language, but now he 
could no longer bear the pain, and on the 
Superior's repeating the queſtion: 6 Are 
you Antonio ſtill 25 


- 


« I am Geronimo,” cried 8 66 the 
poor unfortunate Geronimo.” 


Y thought I ſhould bring you to > your 
ſenſes,” ſaid the Superior, 


He was now chained, and lodged in a 
hole, where neither fun nor moon ever 
ſhone. A dim lamp, hanging high above 
his head, was the melancholy ſubſtitute for 
day-light, His companions were mice, 
and wholeſome diſcipline his daily lot, — 
In this priſon was he doomed to remain 
till his hair was grown to its former length. 
His ſoliloquies were again carefully at- 


| tended to, and other opportunities of 
confeſſion were allowed him. For in- 


flance, he bad, once, juſt received his 


portion of laſhes, on which occaſion two 


monks 
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monks were always preſent, when he ob- 
ſerved the two reverend fathers in con- 
verſation at the other end of his priſon. 
They ſpoke in a low tone, but loud e- 

nobgh to be hears: 


« What a pity it is,” ſaid the one, 66 that 


poor father Geronimo will not recover 


bis reaſon ! I cannot imagine how it has 
entered his mind to fancy he is married, 


and to call himſelf Antonio.“ 


It is a moſt ridiculous fancy, truly,“ 
anſwered the other, * to call himſelf An- 


tonio Cerro of all men in the world. 


Vou, probably know, that there } is really 


an Antonio Cerro 33 


To be ſure Ido,” replied the firſt, *1 


know him by fight. He is a moſt deſpi- 


cable wretch, who is notorious for the 


jealous cruelties which be inflis on a 
moſt amiable wife.“ bo 1 


ce The very 1 id 1 0 2 


44 1 * heard che moſt abominable ac- ” 


? 
3 


a 
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counts of his exceſſive jealouſy, It is uns 
- accountable: how. our poor Geronimo 
could think of en ſuch a nw 
leſs charakter.“ od 01 199122 


Antonio loſt not 2 ſyllable - hi con- 
verſation. 45 Is i it poſſible,” ſaid he, when 
they were gone, „that I am in ſuch bad 
repute ?. Oh Franciſca ! My dear Fran- 
ciſcay were it but in my power to ſee thee 
one moment, I would kneel to thee, and 
intteat thy forgiveneſs. I would open my 
whole heart to thee, thou injured Yew ah 
Surely, ſurely thou wouldſt forgive me.” 


This ſoliloquy was exaQly accordant 
to the Superior's wiſhes. From this hour, 
he ordered the diſcipline to be diminiſned. 
Antonio's table was gradually ſerved with 

better fare, and now and then, he was in- 
dulged with a little wine. His contrition 
appeared to be ſincere, and his bair was 
grown to its uſual length. He WAS, one 
night, lying on his hard bed, and had 
ſcarcely fallen aſleep, when he was ſud- 
_—_ | denly 
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denly awoke by a noiſe, which ſeemed to 

ſhake the whole priſon, It was ſucceeded. 
by a voice from above, which he con- 
ceived to be ſupernatural, and well he 
might, for it proceeded through a large 
poaking-trumpet, an inſtrument he knew 
| — of. 


et . "Porn bg oried the voice, 
& Heaven has puniſhed thee for thy un- 
founded weak ſuſpicions. The tears of 
thy guiltleſs wife had reached it. Thy 
tears of penitence have alſo reached it.— 
Let this chaſtiſement produce a reſorma- 
tion, and be a warning to thee * 


thy life.“ 


The poor priſoner raiſed himſelf from 
his bed, and fell upon his knees. He 
claſped his hands, and raiſed them as high 
as his chains would allow, exclaiming :— 
© Whoever thou art, whom I hear, but 
cannot ſee, releaſe me from this cave of 
horror, and my whole life ſhall prove the 
ſincerity of my repentance,” 


| The 


A SPANISH STORY, 131 


The voice had probably no order to 
return an anſwer, for he obtained none, 
though he prayed throughout the night. 
The next day paſſed like the reſt. At 
night a larger portion of wine than uſual 
was brought with his ſupper, and (as the 
reader will have long ſurmiſed) in the 
wine, a ſtrong doſe of the narcotic pow- 
der. As ſoon as this took effect, he was 
releaſed from his chains and Franciſcan 
babit. The venerable father Philip then 
accompanied him in a coach to his houſe, 
and reſtored the fleeping penitent to > his 
wife. N | 


As ſoon as ſhe was alone, ſhe crept, by 

be aſſiſtance of a confidential ſervant, 
into her ſack, and failed not to put the 
key into the pocket of his drawers, 
where, as we have before ſaid, * n 
kept it. 


The powder having fully 40001 its 400 
the late venerable father Geronimo, now 
Antonio Cerro awoke, and perceived that 
it was > mas dark, a eircumſtance, vor | 

ha 


— 
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had never before 1 0 1 bis im- 


priſonment, as the lamp was every morn- 
ing and evening ſupplied with oil. To 


his aſtoniſhment he alſo perceived, that 
his hands and feet were freed from chains, 


and 'on minuter examination that he was 
lying in a ſoft bed. He was, however, 
not a little alarmed, on feeling ſome per- 
ſon at his fide, nor is it to be wondered 


at, after all his adventures, if he fancied 


| his bed-fellow a hobgoblin, and the. ſoft 
bed as well as the vaniſhing of the chains 
ſome new enchantment. He immediately 
began to pray, but was interrupted by 
his wife, who kindly enquired if any 
thing was the matter, to which he re- 
plied: © In the name of all the ſaints 1 
conjure thee to declare who thou art!“ 


* Who ſhould I be!” anſwered Fran- 


ciſca. Can you expett to find any one 
in ed wich you but your 1 


i Heaven defend Sf 1 be. 


66  Franciſca—if you be not an 8801 of the 


* E devil. 
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devil how have you gained admittance 
into this cloiſter? Don't you know that 
you are liable to be excommunicated, and | 


Heaven knows what ?—Run, run, my 


dear wife, for if you fall into the father 


Superior's clutches, youy back will {mart 
for it, I promiſe you.” 


Are you dreaming, Antonio ? What 


have ve to do with cloiſters and ſupe- 


riors? Awake, dear Antonio.“ 


0 For Heaven's ſake,” interrupted he, 
te don't mention that name here, unleſs 


you wiſh to be flead alive. The Superior 
aſſures me that I am father Geronimo, and 
that I have been a Franciſcan monk in 
this cloiſter more than twenty years.— 
When I diſputed this, inſiſting upon it 
that I was Antonio—as I thought I was, 


—he convinced me that he was right by 
more arguments than there are' quarters 


of an hour in u tyenty years. : 6 Double 
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ing bleſſing. Pay fly, my dear wiſe, or 
5 you! be laſhed i Into a monk in no time.” 


N „ 


U 
N 7 
5 8 my 
* 


i286 THE RING. 


2 1 do not comprehend you, my dear 
| huſband,” ſaid Franciſca. If this be a 


dream, nip your arm, and you will awake. 
You were in your ſenſes, when we came 


to bed laſt night, Surely you can't have 
loſt them ſo ſoon!” | | 


„What! Did I go to bed with you 
ag night 


ec Yes. Have you forgotten it?“ 
61 In this bed 8 


66 «To " fore __ did, and it Ab be 


as well if you were to leave it now, for 1 


believe it is broad day. 


« Wife, if either of us be mad, it is 


you. Hue pray, where i is this bed * 
© Joke away, Antonio. "Where mould 


it be but i in our own chamber, as you will | 


perceive, when the window-ſhutters are 
opened. 55 
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if you can, for laſt night and ſince I have 
been here, I never ſaw any window in 


this infernal place.“ 


© That I will with pleaſure,” anſwered . 
ſhe, if you vill but open my ſack.“ 


e Your ſack!” exclaimed he, in the 


utmoſt aſtoniſnment. What! Have 


you been twenty years in the lack : 


* 


Franciſca could ſcarcely refrain from 


laughter at his ſtrange e of rational 


and irrational ideas. 


After ſome further converſation, An- 


tonio unlocked the ſack, and his beauteous 


wife ſtepped out of it, like—Venus Anadi- 
omene out of the ſea—we would ſay, if 
we ſhould not thereby ſubje&t ourſelves 


to the taſk of writing a note for the beneſit 


of our female readers, and we are not 
fond of notes. We will, therefore, Jet 
her ſtep out of bed without comment, 
and ſilently obſerve how ſhe trips acroſs - 
the room, and opens the ſhutters to admit 
N 2 the 
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1 the light of day; although we have the 
= * E 1 fineſt opportunity in the world of .com- 
—_ paring her to the ready Hours, who open 
dhe ſtable door for the beautiful Aurora. 


Nothing can equal the aſtoniſhment of 
our Ex-F ranciſcan, when he perceived 
that he was actually in his own bed, and 
in his own room. 


© In truth,” cried he, * this ſeems to 
be my room, if the devil be not again de- 
ceiving me; but how. I came hither, 
Heaven knows,” ff 


His late ſituation was ſo ſtrongly im- 
preſſed upon his mind, that it was ſome | 
time before he could reſolve to riſe, and 
dreſs himſelf : Every moment he fancied 
he heard the approach of the Superior and 
his diſciplinarians. As ſoon, however, 
as he left the bed, he threw that ſureſt 
ſafeguard of chaſtity, the ſack, into the 
fire. With the ſame ſolemn filence that 
accompanied this ceremony, he dreſſed 
| himſelf, 
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himſelf, but when he went to the glaſs in 


order to put on his wig, and ſaw his hair 
in its uſual ſtate, and without any veſtige 
of the tonſure, he began to vroſs himſelf. 


His wife enquired the cauſe, upon which 
he commenced a circumſtantial account of 


bis adventures in the cloiſter, She liſtened 


with every mark of aſtoniſhment, and at 


laſt declared, that of all the dreams ſhe 
had ever heard or _ this was the 


N 


« What ſay you, F ranciſca ? Do you 
call i it a dream?“ 


% What elſe can I call it, Antonio, as 
you came to bed with me laſt night, and 
have never ſince left my fide ? But I muſt 


tell you,” proceeded ſhe, © that I had 
made a vow to have fifty maſſes read for 


the poor ſouls, which are in purgatory, 
if Heaven would be pleaſed to remove my 


huſband's unfounded jealouſy. I am 


grateful to Heaven for having liſtened to 


we, for had my prayer not been accepted, 
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I was firmly reſolved te throw myſelf i in- 
to a well.“ | 


e Saint Peter forbid, my love,” cried 
Antonio. I'll give you the money to 
pay for the maſſes, and fifty more, if you. 

like, on condition that they are not read 

by Franciſcans. Your Prayer was heard, 
for be it a dream, or (as I am more in- 
dlined to believe) a ſupernatural reality, 
I ſwear to you, my dear Franciſca, that 
I would rather not believe my on Os 
on again be jealous.” 


With theſe words he embraced his wife, 
and a thouſand times beſought her for- 
giveneſs for his late ſuſpicions, His wife 
returned his careſſes, and was generous 
enough to grant the forgiveneſs he in- 
treated; From this period ſhe enjoyed | 
all the rational liberty, which a virtuous 
wiſe could with for, and, to her credit be 
it ſpoken, ſhe never abuſed it. Antonio 
_ endeavoured to be the kindeſt of huſ- 
Hands, and could be but have made him- 
felf 
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ſelf thirty- five years younger, Franciſca 


would have been the moſt enviable of 


wives. 


A e time 1 theſe occurrences, - 
our three friends found an opportunity of 


| ſpeaking to the Marquis. He was much 


amuſed by their recitals, and declared 


that he knew not to whom the moſt credit 
| attached, 


Doubtleſs, his Excellency's politeneſs 
made him ſay this, for we perceive an 


evident ſuperiority. | 


If I conſider the execution of your 
projects,“ proceeded the Marquis, “ per- 


| haps the fair Franciſca would be rather 


inferior to her competitors, becauſe ſne 
did moſt by proxy. But if I refer to the 
object attained, I muſt confeſs that ſhe 


and Leonora have atchieved almoſt more 
than can be credited. We have examples 
be not offended, fair Thereſa—we have 
examples of reformed rakes, but I never 


before 
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before knew a jealous man cured of his 


folly, or one, devoted to avarice and in- 
tereſt, converted. Yet I am, in the pre- 


ſent inſtance, to decide on the merit of 


invention, for it was not previouſly 


ſtated how far you were to be active or 
paſſive. Suffice it that you have each at- 
tained your end, and that you each de- 


ſerve the ring. The diamond is worth 


two hundred Eſcudos. I myſelf loſt it, 
and rejoice that it has again fallen into 
my hands, as it is a family jewel, for 
which I have a great regard, Allow me, 


ladies, to redeem it with theſe three 
rings.“ | 


With theſe words he placed a ſparkling 


diamond on the hand of each lady. 


* Submit to my ſentence,” continued 


he, © without oppoſition, to which I beg 
leave to add, that I mall be at all times 


happy 
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happy in promoting your alice by | 
every means in my power,” 


| 
I | £ 


The three friends curtſied, and took 
their leave—as we do of our readers. 


by, 
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